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CHAPTEE I. 

** I call to remombraDce my song in the night : I commune inth 
mine own heart" — Psalm LarriL ft. 

4i TJAVE I in truth learnt the Angels' Song ? " 
XJl The words were those of an aged man. 
He was sitting in Jiis study at an early hour. 
Though the oldest person in the house, he was the 
earliest riser. The sun had not yet risen, and the 
morning star was shining in a sky of the deepest, 
clearest azure, with intense brilliancy. He loved 
to gaze upon its pure and lustrous light. It always 
recalled to his mind the most blessed period of 
his past life, — that time when it had pleased God 
to lead him to become an anxious searcher and 
student in His inspired Word, the book then open 
before him. It recalled to his mind that noble 
verse in the epistles of Peter,* which so well 

» 2 Peter L 19. 
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6 THB ANGELS' SONG. 

described his own state when Divine truth begian 
to dawn ppon his darkened mind, and when his 
prayerful and dose study of the written Wo^d 
was graciously rewarded by the knowledge and 
the wisdom which he sought. ^' You have also a 
more sure word of prophecy ; whereunto ye do 
well that ye take heed, as unto a light that shineth 
in a dark place, until the day dawn and the day- 
star arise in your hearts." His heart, he knew, 
had been long that '^dark pliace"; but he had 
been led, when a young man, to take heed Unto 
that sure word of prophecy, the Holy Bible. He 
had at that season of his life realized to himself 
the experience of those words of the Psalmist : 
"Wherewithal shall a young man cleanse his 
way ? By taking heed thereto according to Thy ' 
Word."^ It had been by taking heed to Grod's . 
"Word, and to his own way according to that Word, 
that he had become a blessing to all around him. 
He was a good man, respected and loved by all 
who esteem high principles and consistent prao- 
tice in their fellow-men. His moral worth and 
manly integrity were accompanied by that gentle- 

1 Psalm^csdx. 9. ' 
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THE ANOEIiS' SONG. ' 7 

ness and cotartesy of manner which constitnte a 
true gentleman ; and his kindness of heart and 
cheerfulness had done much to recommend that 
holy religion which he always, and openly pro- 
fessed. He lost no opportunity of winning by 
the Word ; but he sought also to win without the 
Word. He was of an advanced age, and much 
endeared to ail his family circle. It was the 
morning before Christmas Day. ?The season was 
at hand, whiph from many circumstances of the 
highest import, possessed a peculiar interest with 
him. It was to him always a season of close 
seIf<^xamination. Admirable as his life was, he 
was a truly humble-minded man, conscious of 
many short-comings, and innumerable deficiencies. 
" Have I really learnt the Angels' Song ? " he 
said, closely qillstioning his own heart " Jjet 
me commune ^ith myself. Am I striving to the 
utmost of my power to give ' glory to God in tho: 
highest,' and to spread * peace on earth,' and to 
show ' good will towards men ' ? Is my faith 
' growing exceedingly ', and * my charity towards 
all men abounding'? Above all, let me ask my- 
self, am I interitly occupied with the consideration 
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of the sufferings of my blessed Lord, and the 
glory that followed those sufferings ; whic^ things, 
we read, ' fche angels desire to look into ' ? Blessed 
be G-od, I am still in strong health; and mine is 
indeed a green old age. But my time on earth 
cannot now be very long ; my journey must be 
drawing towards its close. Am I ready to receive 
my call whenever that summons shall come? 
And will it be, as I trust it may, through His 
unspeakable love, to enter into the joy of my Lord ? 
Thank God, ' I know whom I have believed ; and 
am persuaded, that He is able to keep that which 
I have committed unto Him, against that day.' " 
'He closed the book ; the season of his morning 
devotions was concluded : the sun was rising in 
the east, and its first beams fell upon a portrait 
much valued by him. It was thfe head of an aged 
minister of Christ, distinguished for a peculiar 
sweetness of expression as well as for its highly 
intellectual character. He stood before it for 
some* minutes, gazing with a smile of affectioii 
upon it, and murmured to himself: "my father, 
my father, the chariots of Israel, and^,the horse- 
men thereof ! " 
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Not many liours after, he was again seated at 
his study table. He had promised that the follow- 
ing narrative of some ciroumstanoes in his past 
life should be read to his household cirole on that 
evening, which was Christmas^eve. But his work 
was not yet concluded : a few pages yet remained 
to be written, and^ he had come thither to finish 
them. Many solemn thoughts had arisen in his 
heart during the time that he was thus occupied 
in recalling the events which he had written 
down ; but the predominant feeling throughout, 
and especially towards the end, had been that of 
adoring love and deep thankfulness to that gra- 
cious Being, whose goodness and mercy had 

followed him all the days of his life. 
1* 



CHAPTER II. 

* He is a good man, and cometh with good Udings." — 2 Samuel 

xviii. ,27. 

MANY are acqaainted with the injunction of 
the apostle Paul : " Be not forgetful to enter- 
tain strangers, for thereby some have entertained 
angels unawares." My father, I fear, at the time 
to which I am about to refer, seldom opened the 
epistles of St. Paul, or any other part of the 
sacred volume where they are found. He was, 
however, a man of a ,kind and noble spirit, and 
seldom better pleased than when he could find an 
occasion of doing a service to any fellow-creature. 
He had a distant relation, whom we had never 
seen, a clergyman, residing in a remote and moun- 
tainous district of North Wales. 

Sometimes, but not frequently, a letter passed 
between them. One autumn, between forty and 
fifty y^ars ago, the post brought him a letter from 
his cousin ; but not ia the gbod man's own hand- 
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'Writing. His son had written under his father's 
dictation. The poor clergyman had been very ill. 
"Your kind heart will rejoice, my dear cousin" — 
it was tt^us he- wrote — " to learn that I am recov- 
ering, though but slowly, from an illness which, 
in the opinion of my doctor, appeared to be unto 
death. I humbly and heartily thank God that 
He has seen it good to spare me a little longer to 
my dear children. The only sorrow I had to bear 
at the near prospect of death, was that of leaving 
them. They are young and unacquainted with 
the ways of the world : they need the shelter of a 
father's roof, and the guidance of a father's coun- 
sel. Glad and grateful as I am to find myself 
greatly restored to health, I am somewhat discon- 
certed by the announcement which my doctor has 
made to me this morning. He tells me that I 
must pass the winter in the south of England ; 
and declares that, humanly speaking, my ultimate 
recovery is hopeless, if I do not leave Llanel- 
Wyn till next April, I offered many objections ; 
but the chief one, I own, was my secret unwil- 
lingness to leave home. I can ill afford to do so, 
I do not wish to touch the sum of money which 
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I have been enabled, with some difficalty, to pot 
aside for the expenses of my son Hugh at college. 
The income I receive from my Living is small ; 
I venture therefore to ask you to grant me two 
favory,— the first is the loan of thirty pbonds. I 
find that I can repay it by small instalraeilts, or 
I would not ask for it. The other is, that you 
will engage for me a .small cottage, if such ia to 
be found, with^ a short distance of your own 
residence, and as near your southern coast as pos- 
sible. We want but one sitting-room, and three 
bed-rooms ; one of those for our servant, as my 
afTectionat^e boy has insisted on sleeping in a small 
bed in my chamber since my illness. We care 
not how humble our habitation is : we are used 
to frugal fare and poor accommodation. I use my 
son's pen, and hope soon to be able to present him 
and his si.ster Pamela to you. They have been a 
great comfort to me ; and if I live to see them 
grow up in the fear of Grod, I shall have cause to 
be doubly thankful to our heavenly Father that I 
have not been taken from them. 

** Your affectionate cousin, 

" Owen Wynne." 
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Such was the letter of onr distaqt kinsman. 
My father's reply was sent by return of p«»t. He 
was not a man to hesitate when he saw the way 
open to do a kindness and to exercise hospitality. 
This 19 his letter. I have kept them both, as you 
see- L found them^ with many other family 
papers, in my father's old cabinet of cypress wood, 
after his death :--^ 

*' Reverend Sir, and Dear Cousin, — I am heartl\y 
sorry to hear of your illness, and rejoice to learn 
that you are in a fair way of recovery. You have 
my best thanks for treating me as a friend. You 
will do me a favor, and I shall thank you, if you 
will accept the enclosed cheque for fifty pounds, 
and say no more about it ; — I don't want it, and 
you do. Had I needed a like sum, I make no 
doubt you would have sent it to me, and I assure 
you I would have takep it without a scruple. 
You will really oblige me by giving up your 
scheme about the cottage, and taking up your 
abode with me and my children till the winter is 
'ov'€t, and the warm weather has come again. We 
can accommodate your son and daughter^and your 
servant. You shall have your own set af apart- 
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men^ and join aur family party or not, as, and 
when you please. I have long wished to make 
acquaintance with you, and am glad to find that 
the time has come at last for us to meet. I am 
not a man of many words, but I mean what I 
say, when I tell you that you shall have a hearty 
welcome to WesthalL You will scarcely find a 
more sheltered nook for your winter quarters. 
We are on the southern side of the south downs, 
and the old mansion is so placed that the hills and 
woods of the park rise high above it^ and form a 
screen from the east wind, as well as from the 
north. Let me hear from yoti soon, and let some 
day within the next fortnight be fixed for the com- 
mencement of your journey. 

" Your affectionate cousin, 

" JoH]>r SOMERVILLE." 

The leaves were beginning to fall from the old 
elms of the west avenue, but the oaks and beeches 
still stood in all their fulness of foliage, though 
rich in their autumnal coloring, when our stranger 
guests arrived. "We had formed no high ideas as 
to the appearance and manners of a poor Welch 
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clergyman, and his home-bred children, and were 
prepared for a certain air of rustic awkwardness^ 
and fbribe peculiar tones of the Welch dialect. "We 
w^re therefore the more astonished when we 
became acquainted with our guests. 

The first impression, indeed, made upon us by 
them, dispelled at once our preconceived opinions. 
We felt that whatever they might be, they were 
not to be regarded as our inferiors. There was 
that quiet, and even dignified seif-possession about 
the father, which is not peculiar to any class of 
society ; but which, wherever it is found, is usu- 
ally the indication of mental and moral excel- 
lence ; but there was also that refinement, which 
is neither given by superiority of mind, nor by the 
mere cultivation of the intellectual powers ; but 
is only seen in those whose spfrit has been 
renewed by Divine grace, and who are living in 
close communion with Him who is the ** Light of 
life." His countenance in repdse was grave, but 
M4ien he spoke it was lighted up by a smile of 
peculiar sweetness ; and I have never seqn an 
expression of such benevolence as that which 
beamed in his eyes, nor heard tones of such 
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genuine kindness as those of his voice. His son 
and daughter were twins, though not resembling 
each other. Th^ former, tall and manly far 
beyond his years, his slight but well-knit frame 
had been braced by exercise and temperance, and 
was distinguished alike for strength and graceful 
proportions. His countenance, unlike that of his 
father, was bright with the glow of health ; but it 
wore that expression of purity and ingenuou9 
modesty, which gives so peculiar a charm to early ;f 

manhood, and declares that the inner man is as 
yet unspoiled and unspotted from the wcnrld. 

I have never seen any one of her gentle sex so 
exquisitely feminihe as Pamela. I have never 
seen such delicacy and sweetness, united to such 
plain good sense* She was that very rare char- 
acter, an unselfish person ; exemplifying, in hei^ i 
spirit and conduct, a Christian rule which at that 
time I had never met with — " None of us liveth 
to himself" 

The admirable qualities of this brother and 
sister did not, of course, strike us when we first 
saw them. It was only by degrees we became 
acquainted with their modest excellence. All 
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that we observed was a channing naturalness, 
and a propriety of demeanor beooming their ago 
and position, with, whieh we were all pleased, 
without being exactly aware of the reason. What 
we could not understand at all, however, was 
that which nevertheless we saw before us— how 
it was possible that a poor country clergyman and 
his children, who had lived out of the world among 
the mountains of Wales, eould be what these 
cousins of ours, these strangers as we called them, 
evidently were,-^persons who seemed to under- 
stand, as well as we did, the tone of good society. 
There was, in fact, and I could not help smiling 
to myself when I discovered it, more of a cer- 
tain provincialism of ideas and manners about our 
whole circle at Westhall, than in our guests. I 
have since learnt the cause, and no longer won- 
der at it. The father, a gentleman by birth and 
education, had acquired that finish of manners 
under the highest teaching. The book which he 
had consulted for every rule of life and conduct 
was the Word of Grod. The finest example, of all 
that makes a man noble and gentle among his 
fellows, is to be found in one, who, when it pleased 
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Him to oome down from heaven to earthy chose 
His position in society, not among the princes and 
nobles of this world, but became a poor carpenter 
in a distant province of the Roman empire. The 
greater part of His life on earth was passed in the 
rude society of a small town among the mountains 
of Galilee ; a place so despised^ not only by the 
people of Judea, but of Gralilee, that when He 
commenced His ministry, it was said, with refer- 
ence to the place of His abode, by Nathaniel, a 
Gralilean, of Cana : ^' Can any good thing Come 
out of Nazareth ? " 

The first gentleman in the land, who is initi- 
ated in all the conventional mysteries of the most 
high-bred circles, will be wanting in true gentility 
of mind and manners till he has taken his place 
at the feet of Him who for our sakes left His 
throne in the highest heavens, for the manger of 
Bethlehem, the carpenter's shop of Nazareth, tind 
the cross of infamy on Calvary ; and who, 
" though He was rich, for our sakes became p^or, 
that we through His poverty might be rich." The 
mind that was in Christ is the only sure founda- 
tion of good manners ; and the graces with which 
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He adortted the human oharacter are the finishing 
graces of the real gentleman ! 

* Our polished maimers are n garb we wear."— CwijpCT'. 

Manners are, indeed, to the inner man what our 
garments are to the outer man. A prince in the 
coarse raiment of a peasant would still possess the 
same regal air and lofty bearing which distin- 
guished him in hi3 attire of purple and gold ; a 
kitchen wench, though decked out in all the trap- 
pings of a queen, would soon betray, by some awk- 
ward gesture, the vulgarity of her calling: and 
thus it too often happens, that vulgar pride and 
unfeeling insolence, the plain proof of a heart still 
untouched by divine grace — still at enmity with 
God — still unacquainted with its own deceitful 
and desperate wickedness— may be found under 
the garb of courtly manners ; while the sw^eet 
humility and gentle loveliness of the real Christ- 
like character may be found in many a poor 
uneducated inmate of the cottages of our land. 
The country clergyman who had come with his 
children to pass the winter at Westhall, had made 
the holy Bible his oracle on every point of faith 
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and practice. He knew how apt we all are to 
forget that the principles of the kingdom of God, 
if really received into the heart, are like leaven, 
and must leaven the whole man with their new 
and heavenly influence ; that they introduce no 
partial change, but spread their divine leaven 
throughout the whole inner man ; communicating 
their peculiar character to the disposition, the 
actions, and, in a word, to the. entire life and con- 
versation of the renewed individual. And thus it 
was that he had be^come, what the apostle tells as 
the true child of God must be, the temple of the 
Holy Ghost; a high and glorious distinction, but 
one bestowed by the Father of lights upon His 
forgiven children. And though he, in common 
with all other children of grace, had this treasure 
in an earthen vessel, the light shone from within 
with a divine lustre ; and this was the secret of 
that expression of sweetness upon his countenance ; 
those gentle tones of kindness ; and that lovely 
consistency of conduct which at length won for 
him the hearts of our whole party. 

His children had been trained by him in the 
same school ; he had taught them that religion is 
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a reality, or is nothing ; and this he had taught 
as much by his own example, as by his constant 
and unceasing instruction. There was the most 
delightful and affectionate confidence between the 
father and his children; but there was at the 
same time an implicit and unquestioning obedi- 
ence. They did not fear him, but they seemed to 
fear nothing so much as displeasing him. He had 
taught them that a father holds hiei commission 
from (rod ; that he stands, in a manner, in God's 
stead to. his children; and from their earliest 
childhood he had insisted on his own undisputed 
authority, and had never given a reason, or an- 
swered a question, by which that authority could 
be affected. 

I remember his saying to my father, with a 
calm gravity which impressed me deeply at the 
time: — " Nothing can be more unwise than the 
present system of education : the children of this 
generation are not in their proper place : they 
must have a reason for every thing they are told 
to do : and what follows more naturally, than that 
when that reason is submitted to their opinion, 
an objection, on their part, should follow? We 
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are training these young creatures, my dear sir, 
to take our place in this uncertain world when 
we shall be dead and gone. Our Heavenly Father 
gives no reason, when He visits us with some 
dispensation of His providence, uiider which our 
will is tempted to rebel, and the cause and end of 
which are alike mysterious and unknown to us. 
We have no choice biit to submit ; that is, to 
yield obedience to His fiat* In process of iinqie 
we are taught by succeeding events, and the 
gradual unfolding of His gracious designs, to 
understand that His dealings with us are not only 
those of the all- wise and omnipotent G-od, but of a 
most gracious Father. The child that has been 
trained from its earliest years to submission and 
obedience to an earthly father, and to wear the 
yoke from his youth, has been prepared, ^ far as 
human means can prepare him, for the discipline 
to which the man must necessarily be subjected 
when he takes his appointed place among his 
fellow men ; while, on the other hand, we are 
beginning to see the effects of a contrary system 
in the untamed wills and the insubordination of 
those around us: ^ every mem doing that whicji 
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i^emeth right in his own eyes.' I have been 
always struck with a few words in the gospel of 
St. Luke, where it is related that Jesus went down 
with His parents to Nazareth ; the Words are 
these: MIe was subject unto them.' I have 
en(ieavored to keep these words constantly before 
my children ; and the only reason, that I have 
added to the one great lesson of obedience, — ^that 
is, that it is the will of God that the child should 
obey hfs parent,— has been this : that it was the 
example set by Christ himself. " 

But I must return to the day of their first 
arrival ; though I warn my reader that the pages 
now before him, are but a home story, and that he 
will meet with few, if any, irtartling incidents. 
The strangers, as we called them, had to undergo 
somewhat of a trying ordeal on their introduction 
to Westhall. It is an old rambling mansion, and 
looks as if nestled in among its groves and woods, 
but it is a spaoio|is and comfortable house, and was 
well suited to the large family party often s^ssem- 
bled in it. My reader will discover that I wds a 
great admirer of these country cousins : I was not 
so then ; though my heart was insensibly 4lra\\^n 
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towards them, and in my oonsoienoe and judg> 
ment I could not choose but secretly approve 
much that provoked me in them on my Jirst 
acquaintance. They came to create a revolution 
in the whole house, and to turn our old notions, 
even the world in our hearts, upside down. I 
believe I was the first won over to their side. 
But I must say a few words about myself at that 
time. 

I was my father's eldest son, and had come of 
age about a year or two before. My birthday had 
been celebrated with great rejoicings and festiv- 
ities. I had long felt myself a person of con- 
siderable importance. Such had now become a 
settled opinion with me. I was, however, reserved 
and sil6nt ; fond of books, but not studious, and 
given to a desultory kind of reading. My reserve 
was attributed to pride^ but it was rather an idle 
dislike of speaking on any subject which did not 
particularly interest myself, I was also a quiet 
observer; and when others were making their 
remarks about the new comers, I was closely 
observing them, and well-disposed to find fault. 
But with a natural spirit of contradiction, secret- 
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ly taking tbeir part whenever I heard tibem 
attacked. 

They had scarcely retired to their rooms to 
prepare for dinner, when my uncle Peregrine said : 
^^I suspect this cousin of ours is a Methodist. 
Give him straight-combed hair, and a drawling 
voice, and he would pass for one ; for he is primi- 
tive enough in his aj^earaoce. As for the youth, 
his tailor is, I suppose, a mountaineer as well as 
himself. Did you ever see &uch a style of dress ? 
I suspect hia father wore that green coat and those 
ncmkeen breeches before him.'^ 

^^ It matters little what the fashicm of his clothes 
is," said my aunt Margaret ; ^' he has so good a 
figure, and holds himself so well, that he gives a 
grace to them ; and he has a fine open counte- 
nance. Don't you thinik so, Oliver? Don't you 
like our new cousins? — ^I like them all." My 
uncle Oliver was a man of few words, and not of 
the happiest temper. " It is early in the day,'* 
he replied, ^^ to form an opinion. I must see more 
of them before I can tell if I like them." 

" fiut I am sure you must own," said my aunt, 
2 
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<' that they have pleasant, looks, and pleasant 
manners." , 

'' All is not gold that glitters," he answered. 

'' But I think we have seen true gold to-day," 
said my aunt ; '^ and I must own that I like these 
strangers vastly." 

" Pshaw !" cried my uncle Oliver, contempttt* 
ously ; " you like every one, Margaret. You are 
easily pleased, and often mistaken." 

" Better to be that,*' said my father, " than 
never pleased, and still often mistaken. My dear 
Horace," he added, putting his hand on my 
shoulder, '* I venture to say that you are as well 
pleased as I am with this good kinsman of ours. 
I could tell by your looks, — and you seldom took 
your eyes off them, — that they had made a 
favorable impression upon you." 

** As to that," I replied, *• I care very little 
about them, sir : they are well enough ; though 
you are quite right, father, when you say I looked 
much at them. I was inclined to smile moro 
than once at the antiquated style of these country 
cousins of ours,—- not that I have any fault to find 
with either of them." 
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^* Get rid of this habit of contradiction, Horace, 
my dear boy," he said with an air of authority ; 
** for it is taking deeper root, I fear, in you, the 
older you grow. It is a bad mood, and I beg 1 
may not see it in exercise with these worthy 
kinsfolks of ours. Remember that they are 
strangers, and therefore, claim the rights of hos- 
pitality and kindness from all under my roof." 

Just then my sister's ^carriage drove up, and 
she and her husband were announced. They had 
come, at my father's request, to dine with us, to 
meet their unknown relations. Colonel Wynd- 
ham had not long left the army, and had taken a 
house in my uncle Peregrine's parish, about five 
miles from Westhall. My sister Susan was many 
years older than myself ; but still a beautiful and 
elegant woman, and looked rather like the sister 
than the mother of her oldest daughter, Olivia. 
Susan had been the belle of the county. She was 
somewhat satirical, but her liveliness and unvaried 
good temper had made her a general favorite. 
Though- she had long left her father's house, she 
possessed more influence there than any member 
of her family ; for she had that kind of quick sense 
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whioh led her to take in any question almost at a 
glanqe, and t^ form and give an opinion upon it 
She was, of course, sometimes mistaken in her 
conclusions, yet her readiness, and her decision, 
always told to her advantage ; and her good humor 
and tact enabled her to give but little offence, 
even when, in h^r opinions, she stood alone. She 
rather prided herself on speaking her mind, hut 
she was kind-hearted and lady-like, and she always 
did so with a gentleness which all but disarmed 
her opponent* 

I heard my uncle Peregrine sAy to my aunt: 
— " Well ; I wonder what Susiui will think of 
these strangers?' She will find out what they 
are soon enough." . 

/'.I venture to surmise," replied my aunt, 
"that she will be much pleased with them. 
Mrs. Wyiidhara is a charming woman ; and has 
been so much Used to societv, that she can dis- 
tinguish worth and merit wherever she finds it." 
"Humph!" said my uncle, and turned awa> 
Susan met the good clergyman and his son 
and daughter with more warmth and frankness 
than any of the party had done, with the excep- 
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tioB of my fkiher ; made jsome oomplimentary 
remark about each of the young persons ; present- 
ed her husband to Mr. Wynne, and tben imme- 
diately entered ihto conversation with him with 
as much ease and cordiality, as if she had known 
him all her life. 

Dinner was announced ; and when we were 
assembled round the table, my father asked Mr. 
Wynne to say grace for us. The devout and 
reverent inanner in which that grace was offered, 
few as the words were, produced a silence which 
continued for some moments after the party had 
sat down. And, du];kig the whole of the dinner, 
though no one could well have said hew it happen- 
ed, Mr. Wynne managed to keep ^he conversation 
almost on the one topic which possessed so deep an 
interest in his own heart. He found attentive 
hearers in my father, and in my aunt and sister. 
His remarks were met from time to time, however, 
with a stare of astonishment by each and all of* 
the party, with the exeeption of Mrs. Wyndham. 
The rest seemed as if taken by surprise, as much 
by the quiet ease, the seeming unconsciousness of 
there being anything extraordinary in the tone of 
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his oonversation, as by the subject of that can* 
versation itself. The fact was, I repeat, that he 
spoke on the subject that was always present to 
his own mind '^ his thoughts found expression in 
their natural current, and flowed on in one 
direction. Th^re was nothing forced in the 
language which he used. It was that of authority 
— for he felt that his office was that of a teacher, 
to whom the Lord God had given a commission 
of the deepest importance ; but it was the language 
of gentleness and courtesy ; for he knew that his 
commission was one of love and tender compassion. 
Ah ! who would think it strange if a stranger and 
a. traveller, on being invited to our tables, should 
speak of some delightful region in which he had 
dwelt; describing to us its enchanting land-^ 
scapes; dilating on its exquisite climate ; giving 
an account of the customs and manners of its 
inhabitants, and speaking of the noble and grace- 
ful bearing of their king ? ^re we not in a fallen 
world, and in a corrupt and degraded state of 
society, when he who speaks to us of " the better 
land," and tells tts of the " King in His beauty" as 
He reveals Himself in the hearts of those who 
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walk with Him by faith, — is lool*ed at with 
wonder, as a drearaet and enthasiapt, or provokes 
the smile of a contemptuons ridicalr , for intruding 
upon the company a distasteful subject? Once 
or twice I thought I perceived the, slightest rising 
of such a smile upon the fair face of my sister 
Susan ; but she was too well bred, and had too 
much edmmand of 6ountenance, to allow her feel- 
ings to escape. The smile died away, and she 
appeared to listen with grave attention. I was, 
however^ a close observer, and the onlv one of the 
party who suspected what was passing in her 
mind; -for she seemed to every one else to be 
much pleased with our guests. Part of tlie conver- 
sation I well remember, for it was on that occasion 
that my attention was first called to the volumes 
of one who has since become my favorite poet. 

"You are fond of reading, sir," said aunt 
Margaret. She sat at the head of my father's 
table, having taken the management of hivS house 
from the time of my dear mother's death, who 
had been called from us when I was a child,— 
" you are fond of reading, sir, for I saw a book in 
your hand when you entered the hall ?" 
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" I am, madam," replied Mr. "Wynne, " and 
with that book I am especially delighted. It is a 
volume of poetry, by a new author, and of a very 
high order. , Poetry so pure, and, I may add, so 
holy in its character, so sparkling with playful and 
delicate wit, so full of masculine strength, and 
y6t, breathing, at times, so plaintive a strain of 
enchantingJ^nderness, that I know nothing like 
it, that is, among the works of modern literature. 
You are acquainted, I am almost sure," he added, 
turning to my sister, who sat on the other side of 
him, " with the poetry of Cowper. The volume I 
have been reading to-day is the second, The first 
volume appeared two or three years ago. Stra?ige 
to say, that first volume attracted but little atten- 
tion, and met with no sale. I met with it on its 
publication, — for I knew the excellent brother of 
the author, during his latter years at Cambridge. 
I fully appreciated the first volume ; but it seems 
the success of the second, which is something 
extraordinary, has awakened the admiration of 
the public to the beauty of its forerunner. Surely, 
you have read Cowper ? " 

" I certainly will read his poems," she replied. 
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♦* What are his subjects ?" 

^' His one sabject, madani, is the majesty and 
goodness of the Lord our God. His one aim is to 
give glory to Him as the Father, and the friend in 
Christ, of our lost and wretched race : I cannot 
enumerate, however, the various subjects from the 
most familiar to the most sublime, which are 
presented in rich profusion before the reader's 
mind — bat all are gilded as with a glory, by a 
light from Heaven.** 

My sister replied by seme unmeaning observa- 
tion, which expressed, I am sorry to say, but little 
sympathy ^ith the sentiments of the good cler- 
gyman ; and I thought, just at that moment, as I 
watched his countenance, that he began to dis- 
cover thdt my dear Susan, though an accomplished 
and agreeable woman, was merely a woman of 
the world. 

He was for some time silent, and the conver- 
sation assumed a more general character, till an 
occasion presented itself which led him again to 
speak. My unole Peregrine was talking about a 
dissipated young man known to all the party, and 

was certainly, for a clergyman, not putting him- 
- * 
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self in a creditable point of view, when relating 
an adventure in which they had both played a 
part. My father gave him a. grave bat gentle 
rebuke, and told him that he could niot cons^idef 

Mr. [ — as a proper comjmnion for a clergy- 

man« My uncle eiideavored to laugh off the 
imputation on his associate, and declared he Was 
the best of fellows, had an excellent heart, bat 
was certainly — even he thought that-^^-^ little too 
gay. 

" Gay is not the word," said my sister, " to 
describe the ej^cesses of that man; and I most 
say, dear uncle Peregrine,"— and she smiled as 
she spoke, — " that th^ sooner you shake off such 
a bur — for I hear that he sticks to you like one— 
from your black coat, the better." 

" I quite agree' with you, madam," said Mr* 
Wynne, gravely, *' on the abuse of that charming 
word, gay ; and I think you would agree with ray 
favorite poet in what he says on the same sub- 
ject." 

"I.have no doubt I should," she replied, 
" You must shew mo the lines." 

" Perhaps," said aunt Margaret, " you may 
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remember them, my good sir;- and if so, would 
kindly allow us to hear them." 

" Sonie poetry," he replied, "fixes itaelf oa 
niy mind as an air of music does on that of my 
daughter Pamela.; when once or twice heard, it 
returns of itself to the memory. The words are 
these: 

'** Whom call we gay t That honor has beea long 
The boast of mere pretenders to the name : 
The innocent are gtiy — ^the lark id gay, 
That dries his feathers, saturate with dew; 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the bttUBi 
Of day-spring overshot his humble nsst; 
The peasant, too, ^ witness of his song, 
Himself a songster, is as gay as he. 
But, save me from the gaiety of those 
Whose head-aches nail them to a noon-day bed ; 
And save me too from theirs, whose haggard eyes 
Flash desperation, and betray their pangs 
For property stripped oflf by cruel chance ; 
From gayety, that fills the hours wiUi pain, 
The mouth with^ blasphemy, the heart witli woe.'" 

** Charming!" I cried out; "that is true 
poetry ; and I thank you, sir, with all my heart, 
for bringing me to the acquaintance of such an 
ftuthor." It was the first time that I had sipoken 
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daring the whole dinner, and my voice and. man- 
ner drew the eyes of every one up6n roe. 

^' Horace is somewhat of a poet himself," said 
my father ; ^' and will be pleased to find a kin* 
dred spirit in you, my dear sir." 

^' I shall indeed^ sir," I replied ; and till the 
ladies left the room, I was engaged either in con* 
versation with the good clergyman, or with his 
daughter Pamela. I had not spoken a word to 
her before, though seated next her. I must own, 
however, I had often gafised, when unobserved, on 
the play of hejr countenance, and listened toihe 
few remarks she made, in answer to the abrupt 
and sententious observations of my uncle Oliver. 
The mention of her love of music had made me 
suddenly take a deeper interest in her. I spoke 
to her on the * subject, and was charmed by the 
sweetness of her voice in speaking, and still more 
so by the spirit of all she said. 

When we joined the ladies in the drawing- 
room, I found that they were conversing about 
music ; and my father, after standing in silence 
listening to what was said, turned to Pamela, and 
asked her to favor them with some music. 
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^^ I ishoald be happy to do so," she replied, 
modestly, ^' but I have never played on a harpsi- 
chord-" 

^' Pamela is a tolerable performer," said Mr. 
WjimGj '' on two instruments, — the harp and the 
organ, — ^but she has had no opportunity of learn- 
ing to play on the harpsichord. • We have an 
organ in our church in Wales, made by a self- 
taught village mechanic, which is really an excel- 
lent instrument ; and my daughter is our organist; 
and we have a harp at home, no uncommon instru- 
ment, as you know, among the mountains of 
Wales. We may be allowed, I trust," he contin- 
ued, ^' to hear some nlusic on the harpsichord 
to-night." - 

" My granddaughter is a very, creditable per- 
former," said my father. 

Olivia took her place at the harpsichord, and 
played a sonata of Haydn's with much taste and 
execution. She had been well taught ; but had 
not much talent for music. I could not resist 
reminding my father that we had one of Green's 



organs in the hall ; and proposed that, as it was 
well warmed and carpeted, we should adjourn 
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thither, adding, that I hoped my cousin Pamela 
would try the instrument. My proposal was 
immediately acceded to ; and perhaps the person 
most pleased was Pamela herself, if one might 
judge from her countenance. Her love of masio 
was so great, that the idea, as she afterwanU 
said, of hearing so fine an organ^ delighted her. 
Not that there was anything like forwardness 

s 

about her, for she was as modest as she Was 
natural. 

*^ Not me, if you please, sir," she said, when 
the instrument was opened, and my father had 
asked her to play : " you will play, dear father, I 
hope," she added, " for yoU have been accustomed 
to do so on fine instruments." 

Mr. Wynne sat down, and played one of Han- 
del's overtures in a very masterly manner. When 
he had concluded, he said : ** Pamela shall sing 
to you if you would like to hear her, and accom- 
pany herself. I think you will manage it, dear 
child," he added : " take my place." 

She looked a little frightened ; bat her father's 
wish was instantly complied with. Pamela's 
playing ahd singing took, us all by surpri^« Wo 



had neveit keard anything like it. The ease, the 
exocation, the exquisite taste^ were only equalled 
by the extraordinary sweetness and oompass of 
her voice ; fcirid her management of it was perhaps 
the most astonishing. She entered into the very 
spirit of the great composer, whose beautiful song, 
" Erdm mighty Kings ", she Was singing. I found 
myself holding in ray breath, unconsciously dread- 
ing to lose one tone of sounds so exquisitely sweet 
and clear : 

** Such linked sweetness long drawn out** 

For some minutes no one spoke ; and then the 
expression of astonishment and admiration burst 
forth simultaneously from every one but myself. 

"A St. Cecilia," said my uncle Oliver to me, 
in an undertone, — " and did you observe her 
countenance ? why, sir, its expression was almost 
as fine as her voice^— it is genius — ^nothing short 
of genius,— that girl would make her fortune on 
the stage." 

I had observed her countenance perhaps with 
a far more intense gaze than his own, and I had 
been too much touched to join in the plaudits of 
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the rest ; bat I could not help exclaiming, '^ Bar* 
barous !" when he spoke of the -atage, — '' to talk 
first of St. Cecilia, and then of the stage, land of 
that sweet modest girl in the same breath,"' I 
said, indignantly, — "it is too bad. To me, half 
the charm of her singing Is her modesty. But I 
agree with you, her singing is genius, and has alt 
the ease, with all the enthusiasm, of genius about 
it. It seems only natural to her to sing as she 
does." 

Pamela was speaking with delight to my 
father about the tones of the organ ; it was the 
first time that she had ever heard so perfect an 
instrument. My uncle Oliver had forgotten his 
usual taciturnity, and rose up to ask her to sing 
again, paying her some high-flown <;ompliments, 
quite in an unusual style for him. She thanked 

m 

him very simply, and turning to her father, said : 
" Shall we sing your favorite piece, father ?" Her 
father assented, calling upon his son to assist 
them. And they sang together that magnificent 
composition of HandePs : "Glory to God in tlie 
highest." By her father's desire, she played tiie 
introductory symphony in admirable taste; and 
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then her voice was heard in the beautiful recita- 
tive with which the piece commences : " There 
were shepherds abiding in the field, keeping watch 
over their Hock by night : and lo, the angel of the 
Lord came upon them, and the glory of the Lord 
shone round about them, and they w^re sore 
afraid." Her aiticulation was perfect, and every 
syllable of that wonderful passage of Scripture was 
pronounced even more distinctly than if the words 
had been spoken, till the chorus burst forth, and 
then the two other voices united their deep rich 
tones to her^s : full and powerful as they were, 
her clear and liquid notes soared high above them, 
in the thrilling words of that the most glorious 
announcement that was ever made to mortal ears : 
" G-lory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, 
goodwill towards men!" I had heard Handel's 
oratorios before ; and even that famous compo- 
sition, one of the grandest which he ever pro- 
duced, with all the advantages of the first per- 
formers of the day : but it never struck me before 
how much better such sacred words were suited 
to singers like Pamela, and her father and bro- 
ther, than to the hired singing men and sing- 
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ing womeo of the theatre and the concert-room ; 
and I have ever since thooght it a kind of pro-^ 
fanity to have snch vrords sounded forth, merely 
to give effect, even to the compositions of the 
grandest mosioal genius. With those whom I 
then heard, it was not so. They entered deeply, 
not only into the spirit o( the composer, but felt 
still more deeply the reality of those iasj)ired 
words. Their singing, though not an act of worr 
ship, was the earnest tribute of their hearts to the 
goodness and the glory of that graeious Being, 
whose birth into this feillen world the multitude of 
the heavenly host celebrated in their song of joy* 
ful adoration. 

''It is almost an unrivalled piece of music," 
said my sister to Mr. Wynne. 

" It is, indeed," he replied ; " but much as I 
admire the music, I still feel that I could almost 
desire to forget it, and to concentrate my every 
thought upon the glorious words* It saddens me, 
as it is, to think that there were no human voices 
oh that joyful night to join the chorus of tlie host 
of heaven. He, at whose birth on earth they sang 
their songs of .praise, came, not to die for angels, 
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but for us. Ak ! what a fatal proof it was, and 
still is, that we are altogether gone out of the 
way-— t^at there is none that utiderstandeth^^that 
.we should not only need to be taught by angels to 
give glory to Grod for that event., which concerns 
not them, but ourselves ; but that, from that time 
to this, there should be so few among us who have 
learnt the Angel's »Song. It ought to be the sub- 
ieot ever uppermost in our hearts, and the employ- 
ment of oiir whole lives, to make our words and 
actions the echo of that song." 

He stood in silence for some moments after he 
had thus «poken, for no response was made by any 
of the party ; then turning to my father, who had 
drawn nigh, and had been standing next my 
sister listening with grave attention to his remarks; 
•' May I ask," he said ; (his voice was low, but 
BO distinct, that every earnest word was heard 
by all present;) **may I ask to follow up that 
sacred song with a direct act and offering of 
prayer and praise ; and may I petition for the' 
attendance of your whole household, not ipnly, 
dear sir, those who are now present, yourself and 
your children, but your servants ?" 
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We were all taken by surprise,^a 8uq)ri$6 as 
great as our admiration had been at the singing 
of his daughter, — all but my father, for he re- 
plied : 

" Most certainly, and I thank you from my 
heart for the proposal ; to our shame, be it spoken, 
we are not accustomed to meet, as a family, to 
pray, though I trust and believe, that we all^ say 
our prayers in our own closets. But I am glad, 
my dear friend, that you are come among us to 
teach ns our duty ; it is your office to do so, and 
it is right. Let us begin to-night." 

** And to-morrow morning, also, if you approve 
it," said the excellent man. 

" Yes, by all means," replied my father, " every 
morning and every evening from henceforward, 
—that is, if you, my good ftiend, will officiate. 
You are the proper person. Horace," he added, 
" where are you ?" I was by his sid«. " Horace, 
my dear boy, ring the bdl, and desire the servants 
to come up to prayers — all of them. I would 
have all attend ; and do you see to it that they 
do." 

The servants dame, and that night for the first 
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time in our lives, we dll knelt down and offered 
up the service of family worship to Ahnighty 
God. 

3ut before we knelt down, our good kinsrpan 
took his Bihle frolri his pocket. 

" If you will bei seated," he said gravely, " I 
will read to you before we pray a short portion of 
tha Holy Bible ; we will hear with all reverence 
what the Lord has spoken to us before we devoutly 
speak to Him.?' 

He did sr^ making no remark or comment of 
his own that night. Hi^ deep melodious voice 
and the calm but earnest feeling with which he 
read the words of the sacred volume, seemed to 
spread a spirit of reverence, amounting almost to 
jawe, over the whole throng, and to prepare our 
minds for the solemn exercise of prayer which fol- 
lowed. Immediately after he retired, attended by 
his son Hugh, to his own chamber, and aunt Mar- 
garet took charge of Pamela. iHie strangers 
seemed to have risen greatly in the estimation of 
our family circle ever since their arrival. My dear 
father, in reply to some remark that was made by 
my uncle Oliver, as to his surprise on finding them 
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80 superior to anything that he had expected, said 
-with his usual air of quiet authority : 

" I am not surprised, Oliver, except by the ex- 
traordinary musical talents of that »weet child. 
I expected to find in our good cousin no commdn- 
place person. A man is not necessarily a vulgar, 
ill-bred person, because h6 is poor as to worldly 
circumstances, and a country paster^ and because 
the greater portion of his life has been passed in 
retirement His father, let me yjP- you, — and I 
remember him well, — was one of the finest gen- 
tlemen in the land ; and sprung from one of the 
first families in ^ales ; but, unlike his son, he 
was a dissipated and extravagant man. He ruined 
his fortune by his excesses, and left his son almost 
in poverty. His mother* \V^as a noble creature, 
though of inferior ranlc — the daughter of a poor 
Welch clergyman. She was left a widow at an 
early age, and was then so good-looking and had 

such sweet manners, that she received several pro- 

* 

posals of marriage, which would have raised her 
still higher in society ; but she was a good mother, 
and a pious woman, and retired to her fatber^s 
parsonage in Wales, husbanding her small re- 
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sources, that she might be able to send her son to 
college ; and with the assistance of her father, 
who was a learned man, attending herself to the 
training of her son in his earlier years. 

*' My own worthy father sent the boy to "West- 
minster school, and he once passed his holidays at 
this honse, but I was on the grand toar at the 
time, and so did not see him. My father always 
corresponded with him by letter ; and at his 
death, by his desire, I continued to write to him 
occasionally, that the acquaintance might be kept 
up. It is odd enoughi that we have never met 
iill now." 



CHAPTER Iir. 

* She is there, the long-departed. 
Lovely as of old, and mUd, 
With her looks of sweet affection, 
SmiUng on her lonely child.'' ' 

To j€T Mother's Picnms. 

ONE morning, a day or two after the arrival of 
the Wynnes, it was a lovely autumn day, and 
I had been walking with Mr. Wynne and Pamela 
in the broad walk, whose thick pleached hedge, a 
wall of living green, affords a shelter from the 
cold winds. The pleasant sunshine had given a 
summer warmth to the air, and Mr. Wynne sat 
down to rest in the alcove. Pamela had quitted 
us for a few minutes ; she had gone at her father's 
request to fetch one of the volumes of Cowper ; 
he wished me to read the passage on popular ap- 
plause, and the lines which follow, in which the 
poet complains of the preference given by many 
who live in the full light of the gospel dispensa- 
tion, to the sages of Greece and Rome, showing 
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how neoessarilj defectiye their most ealightened 
teaching was to ti^at of the humblest follower of 
(•farist. 

, While Pamela wajs abseot, my attention was 
drawn to the souod of voices near us ; they pro- 
ceeded from the other side of the thick yew 
hedge, and we could not avoid hearing them, and 
even many of the words. Aa I soon discovered, 
my uncle Peregrine had met aunt Margaret ; he 
had left his horse in the stables, having ridden 
over from his rectory. He had been calling, it 
seems, at Norman Court, my sister's place ; and 
I alsQ supposed, from what he said, that good aunt 
Margaret, full of her admiration of our guests, 
had been asking him, if my sister Susan was not 
as much pleased with them as herself. 

" Not in the least," he cried. " She does not 
like them ; Susan and myself are the only two 
sharp-sighted ones in the family ; they are an art- 
ful set, the whole of them ; and Susan agrees 
with me, that the demand for family prayers was 
a most uncalled for liberty in another person's 
house." 

Whether Mr. Wynne heard the whole of this 
3 
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or no, T cannot tell ; but .he instantly rose up, as 
did I, withoat making a remark, thoagh I saw 
that his nsnally pale face was dyed with a deep 
crimson. Pacing his arm within mine, he said, 
with a perfect command of voice and manner : 

" We will walk, if yon please, and meet my 
daughter ; she is long in coming." 

I had been struck dumb with shame and with 
vexation ; and to make the matter worse, no 
sooner did I recover a little, than I began, and hesi- 
tated as I did so, to express my indignant dis- 
pleasure at what we had heard. He looked at 
me with a beautiful smile, and gently pressing 
my arm to his side : 

" The words are as if forgotten," he said ; 
"they were never meant for my ear. I have 
lived longer in the world than you have, my dear 
young friend ; and can tell you that such remarks 
are only too natural. Indeed I am not displeased. 
No," he added, observing, doubtless, the expression 
of distress upon my countenance : "I promise 
you that I will not even feel hurt. It is not," he 
said gravel)^ "with myself that offence has been 
taken ; there is another and a higher Being whose 
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nnacknbwiedged claims I feel T am constrained to 
advocate ; and it is because I have spoken in His 

« 

name, that my conduct has met with disapproval : 
1 trust we shall see that He is honored, though I 
may be lightly esteemed ; and for this, with aiU 
my heart, I shall pray." 

** This then is religion," I said to myself. 
** How lovely it is ! And there is reality here* 
What a curb it puts upon the temper. How it 
turns the sour in our nature to sweetness, and 
anger into love and tender compassion." From 
that moment, I loved that man and his spirit from 
my heart ; and a bond was unconsciously formed 
between us, which has never since been broken ; 
for though his body is now in the ^ave, we, I 
trust, are one in Christ, and shall meet to know 
and love one another in heaven, as we have done 
on earth. » ^ 

Pamela met us, as we entered the house. 
" You are coming in," she said ; and her father 
answered, as was the truth, " the air is becoming 
rather chilly." 

" May I ask you," said I, " to come with me 
to the cedar parlor, which is the warmest and 
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pleasantest room in the house ? Yqu said you 
w^Quld like to see the family pictures that hang 
there* especially that of my honored grandfather ; 
and I wish to show ypn my own dear mother's 
picture* which hangs in that room.-' 

*< And there my father can read to you/' said 
Pamela, '^ the passage from the book I hare 
brought." 

I hastened them thither, for I heard my uncle 
Peregrine's voice, who had entered the house by 
the back door, and was loud in conveiraation 
about some poaching affair in my father's justice's 
room; and I felt that a meeting just at that time 
would be anything but pleasant to ourselves. 
When we were in the room, and I had shut the: 
dpor, I insisted on Mr. Wynne's resting for some 
little time before he looked at the pictures, and 
said ti^at I would read to myself the passage in 
Gowper, to which he had directed my attention. 
He opened the volume, and begged me io read 
the noble lines with which the poet introduces his 
remarks on the anoient philosophers, beginning 
with th^ lines— :: ^ 
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"Be iliAi neg^odifttM betlreen God tod vmn, 
Aa QocTs amb—ador, the grand eoiieems 
Of jii4gment and of meircy, should beware 
Of lightness in his speech," Ac. (&c 

I could not have been in a better frame to con- 
sider the grand subject thus brought before me. 
The sentiments of that Christian poet were madOf 
in fact, those of a teacher of the gospel to me. 
My heart began to assent to the great argument 
which he urged, and my judgment to approve it. 
As I closed the volume, after reading some pages, 
I said : " May I venture to ask you to lend me 
this book ? There is a freshness of thought about 
this poetry, and a vivacity of style, which gives 
to every subject the writer touches upon all the 
charm of originality ; and I am struck by the 
skillful way Jn which he passes 

' From grave to gay, from lively to severe.' 

He will be, I foresee, a very popular poet.'* 

"His poetry, however," said Mr. Wynne, " has 
been described in one of our most popular reviews 
as utterly commonplace. One thing I admire in 
it is, that he is evidently tmnself a Christian, 
loving aod embracing the plain 'doctrines of the 
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holy BiUe; and that, however lively be may be 
in parts of his poems, he is, to use his own words, 
* always serious in a serious cause.' You shall 
keep the volui^^ as long as you please, rny young 
friend. I think that you are one who will find 
both pleasure and profit from its contents. Is 
that your mother's portrait?" he said, after a 
pause, in which his eyes were fixed upon it. *' It 
has attracted my gaze since I have been sitting 
here ; but I am almost sure it is, from the like- 
ness to your sister. What a charming picture, 
and what an expression of gentleness and peace 
there is in that lovely countenance ! Were you 
old enough to recollect her when she was taken 
from you ?" 

" I was a mere child when she died," I said : 
" but so far as my experience^ goes, I should say 
that a mother, and such a mother as mine was, 
can never be forgotten by her child. There is a ' 
dimness, the dimness of the distance, over many 
persons and things in that period of our life ; but 
Ihe sweet looks and tender caresses of my mother 
are as clearly and as vividly recalled as if they 
were of yesterday/ I love to look upon that 
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piatttre ; and, sometimes, whenray eyes are fixed 
upon it, I almost tlrink that I can look it into 
life, and that I shall hear some words of sweet 
affection- from those lips: they #eem about to 
open, and the smile to increase round them." 

Mr. Wynne took up the volume of Cowper. 

'' There are some lines here," he said, '' which 
will possess peculiar interest with you. While 
you were speaking about your mtotlier's picture, 
they occurred to me." 

He read the exquisite poem written by the 
author on the receipt bf his mother's picture. 
And, before he had concluded, tears had risen to 
my eyes, and were trickling unheeded over my 
face. And thus it was that we were drawn 
together, and that I began to know and love the 
most valued friend whom I. have ever possessed on 
jsarth. Thus, also, I began to feel that I had 
met, for the first time in my life, one who under- 
stood me, and could enter into my own feelings. 
Every succeeding day strengthened this impres- 
sion ; and it was not long before I learnt that I had 
found in him a guide well fitted to counsel and 
direct me at a time when my principles were 
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unformed, and my opinions, on many subjects of 
the highest importance, mistaken, or unsound. 
Now, as I sit here, an aged and experieaoed man, 
and retrace tli» coarse of my long life, and re- 
member bow mach I learnt in my intercourse 
with him, both from his precepts and his example, 
I feel that few men have been ever blest with 
such a friend. One thing was remarkable almost 
from the oommenoement of our intimacy,— -that 
he never wished me to take up any opinion be* 
cause it was his, or to hold any principle, or pursue 
any course of action on his authority. He referred 
all to the Word of Grod,>^-that was his or«icle, and 
his sole standard of authority. He pointed out 
to me what God has declared in the holy Scrip- 
tures : and ^^ Is it possible,'^ he would say, '' that 
we can do better, when Grod has given us rules 
and directions purposely for our instruction, than 
to regulate our conduct by them ? Is it not the 
proof of a sad perversion, when we do not ?" 

All this was new to me. The Bible itself was 
as an unknown book. I had never made myself 
really acquainted with its contents. We were, 
what is usually called, a family of the highest 
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tespectabiiitjr. We were seldom absent from 
eborch on tiie Sunday morning, or aftemooA ; for 
in tkose days, the rector of our parish holding two 
livings, and residing during the greater part of tha 
year in L(mdon, his>curate performed the services 
allerE^tely in the two parishes, which were six 
miles apart. I had been educated at one of our 
greet public schools ; and bad resided some terms 
at Caiiibridge ; but how, and why it was, I could 
scarcely tell, the Word of 6'od had bden a neglect- 
ed bock in the instruction and education which I 
bad received. One or two portions of the New 
Testament, I should say of the G-ospels, had made 
some impression upon my mind. I remembered 
them as having been refad to me by my dear 
mother; and the impressioi^ they then made has 
since appeared to me a proof that there is that in 
the mind of a child which renders it peculiarly 
susceptible of such impressions. But I remem- 
bered them chiefly from their association with 
her gentle affection, and only as affecting stories 
which had presented the character of our Lord 
Jesus Christ in a lovely point of view to me. I 

had heard the lessons read. at church, bilt had 
3» 
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paid as little attention to them as I had to tho 
rest of the service^ or to the dull sennons which 

followed, and which, instead of creating an interest 

> 

in the Word of God, tended rather to take away 
any little interest which that Word might faaye 
awakened. In my own home, the holy Bible was 
never opened by me, except when I wished to 
look for the ages of some of the family, whose 
births were duly reccnrded upon the fly4eaves at 
the commencement, when the tears often £lled 
my eyes as I read : ^' Olivia, ^e beloved wife of 
John SomerviUe, married on the 9th of June, 
17-—, died on the 6th of December, 17 — ." 
There was a bible in my father's justice room, 
but I fear its only use was wh0n a witness was 
to be sworn upon it. Aunt Margaret certainly 
read the Psalms and the lessons daily; but, as 
she afterwards told me, rather ais a formal task 
and an accustomed duty, than from any real 
interest or enjoyment in doing so. Was it to be 
wondered at that religion was associated with 
nothing of importance or delight in my, mind? 
Alas! the only clergymen with whom I was atall 
acquainted were my uncle Peregrine, Mr. Stone, 
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oar dull and inefficient curate, and my college 
tutor, Mri Y— — , who was known to be a Socin- 
ian, thoagh a clergyman in orders, in the church 
ofEngUnd, a man of elegant manners, and first- 
rate talents, but who gave himself very little 
concern about religion. Such a ease, alas I was 
not uncommon then. 

In Mr. Wynne I daw not only a Christian, but a 
minister of the gospel,— earnest, humble*minded, 
kind, gentle, and courteous^ — I saw in fact a 
higher order of man than any I had beeUr accush 
tomed to meet. There was a simple grandeur and 
elevation of mind about him which I afterwards 
understood ought to belong to the ministerial char- 
acter, but with which I was totally unacquainted 
till I knew him. He moved in a higher parallel, 
and took higher ground than other men; and this 
would have been insupportable in any one had it 
not been accompanied, as it was in him^ by an 
unaffected humility and a dignified consistency 
which constrained me to acknowledge the reality 
of his religion. I saw in fact in his^ whole conduct 
and carriage the natural effect of the strong inward 
workings of vital godly prinoiplOi You a^e not to 
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8uppo6e> ray reader, that these reflections were 
made by fne at the time when I first became ac- 
qaainted with this admirable man. If they sd^* 
gested themselves at all, it was almost tincon<- 
scioasly. AU that I felt was the attractiv/e charm 
of his conversation,^ — ^nay, of his very presence. I 
believe I am not mistaken in saying, thut till he 
came among us, my own porsaits were eertainly 
of a higher dutracter than those of my family and 
friends. I lived muchakme among my books, and 
was not satisfied with the nnintellectual and half* 
educated minds around me ; and I was taken by 
surprise to find in tkis secluded country clergyman 
a man of superior mind and education to my 
own ; one who was willing to make me his con»-> 
panian, and whom I could not associate with for 
an hour without receiving some new idea, or being 
struck by some observation, which proved that' he 
possessed a richly furnished mind, and a real 
refinement of taste. God was merciful indeed to 
me in so ordering it, that at so critical a period of 
my life, He should have brought to me a teacher 
and a friend to whom, by His Divine grace, I may 
truly say I owe the salvatiw of my soul, and the 
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turning of my feet into that way wbioh leadeth to 
everlasting life. To refer to bis own beantifnl 
idea on the first night of his arrival among ns,-^ 
it was from him i learnt that the whole eourse 
and CDhduct of the Christian life ought to be the 
echo of the Angels' Song ; to give glory to God in 
the highest; to s|>read peaee (»& earth, and to 
show goodwill towards men. Such was the whole 
eourse of His life at whose birtlv the angels of 
heaven song i;hat glorious song. He who said : 
" I come ,to do Thy will, my Odd/' His course 
o& earth was the perfect manifestation of the tnU 
fihnentof Uiat angelic strain. The more closely 
I have considered the eoui^se of His humble- 
minded follower, the more deeply has this been 
impressed upon tne,ihat tJie Angels' Song wastiie 
grand theme to which his heart had as an instru- 
ment been tnned by a Divine hand, and that his 
actions were like chords responding continually to 
that celestial harmony. 

Some weeks afterwards, when we were con- 
versing together alone; when I had been led to 
open my whole heart to him, and told him, with 
tears, how much I owed to him,— ^y^a, even my 
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own sool also, he replied : ^' It is so, my friend; 
but it is only in your case as it was in mine ; the 
same gracious God who sent me to you, gave me 
1^ a friend whea I was in a far more awful 
state than you were when we first met, for I was 
then an ordained minister of the gospeL'^ 

He then related to me some circumstances of 
the event to which he alluded. You, my reader, 
will rejoice, I h^ve na doubt, to learn more of the 
early history of this remarkable man ; and there- 
fore I shall transcribe it here, praying that whether 
you are a mixuster of Christ or not, you may 
remember that you are, by outward profession at 
least, a memjber of His Church, and that you may 
derive some benefit to your own immortal soul 
from the short narrative which is the subject of 
my next chapter. 

I give the story almost in his own words. I 
was so much struck with it, that I wrote it down 
on the same evening before I retired to rest. 



CHAPTER IV. 

Be ft pastor — ^be aa angel — 

Faithful to thy glorioas imat ; 
Seek the sheep, and preach the gofpel 
- To thein, ere thejr turn todosi 

Ere these deathless souls are summoned 

To oonfroDt thee, £ice "to face, 
And the hireling's sentoDce sinks thee 

PowD to heH — ^the hireUng'& place. 

W \rOV will not wonder that I refer so frequently 
JL. to the Angels' Song, when you have heard 
my story. 

" I was curate in the parish of L — , in 

Westmoreland. I had entered upon the life of a 
minister of Christ, the profession which I , had 
chosen, and for which I had been educated ; bat 
I had at that time derived little comfort or enjoy- 
ment from the life I led. 

" There are few characters more pitiable than 
that of a trifler ; and few triflers so contemptible 
as the man who is by profession a pastor of 
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Clirist's flock, but who is iu truth a mere hirelings 
oaring not for the sheep. I was oiie of them. It 
was Christmas Eve: I had been passing the even* 
ing with a company of thoughtless revellers at 
L— — Hall. The house was filled with guests, 
and old Sir Andrew Vere, who prided him^lf on 
keeping up what is called ihjd old English charac- 
ter of hospitality, had kept the Christmas Eve with 
all the quaint festivities of the olden time. The 
yule log had been lighted ; there had been much 
boisterous merriment and romping ; niuch eating 
and drinking ; and the gentlemen had left the din- 
ing-room at an earlier hour than usual, but not till 
many of them had drunk almost tx> intoxication, 
to join the dance in the servants' halL The 
ladies were already assembled there. It was' one 
of those occasions, almost the only one in the year, 
when a freedom of manners, inseparable perhaps 
from an association of such a charaxster, was 
allowed, and, by some of the party, seemed to be 
enjoyed. For my own part I must confess, that 
though I had laughed as k>udly as any one, and 
danced with as much appearance of hilarity Vrith 
the partner to whom tibe M knight had introduoed 



me, (who was one df his dwn kitchen maids,) my 
mirth had been forced. I was natttrally too fas- 
tidioa»tobe able to find enjoyment in such diver- 
sions ; but , I said to myself, these are good old 
English customs, and the knight is a fine speci- 
men of an old English gentleman; and surely it is 
well that on an occasion lik« this, the rich and 
the poor should meet together, and the -conven- 
tional distinctions of rank should be forgotten. 

" At a late hour I was alone in my study. I 
wished to read over my sermon for the next day ; 
and I sat down with no little complacency to give 
the finishing toiiches to my sermon. I prided 
myself at that time on my gniceful style, and 
well-turned sentences. I was much admired as 
a preacher : my sermons were flowery, and writ- 
ten for effect. I loved to appeal to the feelings of 
rny hearers ; and when I saw the handkerchiefs 
of the ladies raised to their eyes, and received at 
the conclusion of the service the flattering enco- 
miums on what was called my beautiful disdQurse, 
I left the church perfectly satisfied with myself. 
I had obtained the object I had in view. 

'< That night I was arrested for the finit time 
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in my oareer of self-delusion and perilous trifling. 
A letter lay on the table, which I had not noticed 
when I first entered. It was from one who had 
been my college friend. His sister had sent it 
me after his death ; and I read that letter with 
very serious feelii^gs. I saw before me the last 
words of that beloved friend ; of on,e who was no 

• 

longer an inhabitant of this earth, and whom I 
should never again behold on this side ^he grave. 
He had been, like myself, a clergyman : we had 
been ordained at the same time^ but had 3eldom 
met since that day, our spheres of duty lying fa|r 
apart, thoagh in the same diocese. I feat, had 
We been enabled to recognize the voice of God on 
that occasion, we should have heard these awful 
words : * Go back ; I called thee not ! ' Not that 
we had looked for preferment in the Church ; but 
we had, I believe, chosen that sacred profession 
partly to esofipe the bard labor which a man must 
necessarily undergo who would maintain a respect- 
able position in any other learned profession ; 
partly because we desired a life of leisure, and 
elegant retirement. 

" The letter of my friend startled me. ^ I am 
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Jfc dying man,' he wrote. * When you read thes9 
wordjs, the band that writes "them will be motioa- 
less and rigid ia the grave. The spirit that gives 
expression to my feelings and my thoughts will 
have passed to its account. You djid not, ah! 
why did you not, reply to my last letter ? You 
jcannot ansfwer tbis ; you can never write to me 
again ; it is now too late ! bat you will perhaps 
give beed to the words I write when I am dead, 
though I fear you despised them when I was 
alive on the earth. We have been young and 
xsareiess toother, and we took upon us the vows 
of our sacred profession in so light-minded a spirit, 
thai it was not likely any blessing could attend 
our ministrations. I hav^ been early stopped in 
my vain, and I might almost say unhallowed, 
course. It is well for me that I was so arrested ; 
—that I was led to think, to turn, to repent, to 
X5ry for pardoii and for grace, and to devote the 
little time that God has given me to earnest and 
diligent exertions in His vineyard. Was it not 
so, my friend ? for my time has been short indeed. 
The sands of my mortal life are running down 
fast , I am not yet eight-and-twenty, but I am a 
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dying man ! Alas, I laid my hand, like him of 
old, rashly and profanely on the ark ! You did 
the same ; and yet we were not smitten ! I have 
had time to seek and &nd ti full, free pardon, and 
a peaoe, the exquisite blessedness of wbiofa no 
words of mine ean describe. You may be spared 
long. Oh ! my friend, let us not part for e^er^ 
I trust that God "will hear my prayer, and lead 
yoU to seek Him, as He has led me^ Perhaps 
these few words from the heart of your dying 
friend may be the means He will use to effeot 
this. I had looked forward to meeting you this 
Christmas. Notwithstanding your late ooMnesiEi 
and entire neglect of me, I was about t<o invite 
myself to pass a feW weeks with you in your 
warm and sheltered parsonage, and in your more 
genial climate. The air has proved too keen for 
me among these high and desolat^e hills ; the snow 
is already lying upon their ridges ; and I hear 
that winter has not yet set in on your side of the 
diocese. But I was obliged to give up all thoughts 
of my projected journey. When Christmas has 
come to you, I trust I shall be singing the song of 
Moses and the Lamb in the better land. You 
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l^ve another aoog to sing. How fenreatly I pray^ 
that while yon remain on earth, yoar life may be 
one oontinoed illustratioa of that glorious aong 
sang by the angels, on the birth of Christ our 
Lord into this ruined world ! ' Glory to G-od in 
the highest, and on earth peace, good-will toward 
men.' It was l^t Christmas that these words 
made for the first time a deep impression upon 
my heart. I was preparing to preach upon them ; 
and while I was pondering, it pleased Grod to 
make me feel their grave importance^ and how 
long I had been as one who had never learnt the 
Angels' Song. Those few remarkable words were 
the announcement of the entrance of our divine 
Redeemer into a world which woqld have been 
lost but for His coming. They were the revela- 
tion of the purpose of Grod, and made plain that 
glorious purpose. There were few on earth to 
welcome their great Deliverer ; i^nd fe^^, compar* 
atively speaking, have learnt tixis heavenly hymn. 
Have you, my friend, yet learnt it ? I would ask 
you to pause upon the first clause. Kay it not be 
said, that it resembles the first and great com- 
mandnpent ? He who would desire to give ^ glory 
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to God in the highest ' must learn to love the 
Lord his Grod with all his . . . ' 

Here the letter suddenly was broken off. A 
few words were added by another hand. 

" * I know it was my brother's wish that this 
letter should be sent to yon. He did not live to 
complete it. The pen fell from his fingers, and 
he fainted from exhaustion while writing the last 
words. He rallied for a few days^ but he was 
not able to resume his pen. His end was peace ; 
and we all feel that death to him was a great 
gain, for Christ had become his life while he was 
on earth.* 

"There was no signature to thi? postscript. 
But. I knew the handwriting, and I recognized the 
spirit of that gentle bat strong-minded sister of 
my departed friend, whom I had occasionally seen, 
and who had been the nurse of her dying brother. 
She was many years his senior, and had been, as 
I afterwards learnt, chiefly instrumental to his 
great change. For som6 years previous to our 
ordination, she had been a consistent Christian ; 
the only one iii her family. Her peculiarities,— 
for such they deemed them,— -had exposed her to 
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much contempt and ridicule, bat she had kept on 
her course with a quiet meekness, which they at 
ktst learnt to appreciate and to respect. She was 
then a widow ; and after following her husband 
to the grave, 48he had been called to attend her 
brother in his last hours. Her devoted attentions to 
him, led to an illness from which she did not recov- 
er. I never saw either herself or her brother again. 
" That night was made by God the turning 
point of my whole life. The current was stopped, 
and turned I humbly trust in a now and heaven- 
ward direction. It was to me, as it was to those 
shepherds on the same eventful night,^ — ^to me, an 
unwatohful shepherd, ta whom the Lord had 
entrusted, not sheep, but the souls of men, that 
the same announcement was mc^de .as for the first 
time ; not by the angels of heaven, but by one 
who was a true «yy< Aof, or messenger, of His gra- 
cious word on earth. And he, as it were, had 
also faded away and passed from earth to heaven j 
after I had heard, as from his lips, the same glo- 
rious song,— that song, the theme of which he 
had called on me to make the occupation of my 
future life on earth." 



CHAPTEE V. 

•* Glirist tike idadon of Ood"— 1 Cob. L 24. 

A DAY ot tMTo after the arrival of oar guests, 
ray sifter and her husband had been snm- 
itioned to Bath, to attend t^e marriage of one of 
Colonel Wyndham's brothers. They were after- 
wards absent on a short tonr in Devonshire. Hy 
nnele Peregrine was a less frequent visitor than 
usual at Westhall ; and wh^i he came, there was 
a constrained and ungracious manner about him 
towards the Wynne party, which, from the first, 
was evident enough to me ; and which, I own^ 
made me extremely indignant. My father at 
length perceived it, and spoke to him plainly on 
the subject. My uncle being twenty years 
younger than himself, and left under his guardian* 
ship, had been compelled, till he came of age, to 
submit to his authority ; and my father did not 
hesitate to admonish him whenever he disapproved 
of his conduct, which, I am sorry to say, he had 
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tpo frequent reason to do. He was at that time 
bat an indifferent cl^rgyinan, but was apt to 
excuse himself for various inconsistencies and 
neglects of duty, by declaring, that he had entered 
the Church against his own consent, and that no 
choice had been given him, after my uncle Oliver 
had refused to accept the family living, but to 
take it himself, or give up the only means he had 
of living like a gentleman. What passed between 
him and my father on the subject of Mr. Wynne, 
I knew not; but there was a visible improvement 
in his manner. He came again as usual«4o West- 
hall, and after a time, seemed to get over his dis- 
like to Mr. Wynne, and even told me, that though 
he had been prejudiced against him at first, he 
thought he was really a good kind of man and a 
perfect gentleman. 

Mr. Stone, the curate of our parish, was ac«* 
customed to dine at Westhall on those Sundays 
when the service occured in the afternoon, and to 
remain with us until the Monday morning. On 
the first Sunday that he came after the arrival of 
our guests, he preferred a petition to Mr. Wynne 
to take his place in the pulpit ; but my father 
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iiiterposecl, saying, that he could not consent ta» 
his taking any duty till his health was more re- 
established. He made, however, such particular 
inquiries as to our cousin's health whenever he 
came, that one Sunday my father laughed and 
said : * "^ 

*' Well, my good sir, I think we may withdraw 
the interdiction which I placed upon you, and 
answer your inquiry according to your wishes, by 
saying, that my worthy cousin Mr* Wynne is, I 
rejoice to see, so much better, that I think we 
might venture to ask him to assist you in talving 
part with you in Divine Service next Sunday. 

'* I shall be glad to do so," said Mr. Wynne, 
with a grave courteous ness. " I know scarcely a 
greater privilege than that of preaching the tidings 
of eternal life." 

We were all pleased by his consenting ; but 
no one seemed so much pleased as Mr. Stone, 
which made me think more highly of him than I 
had done before : but I was sorry afterwards to 
discover that his pleasure proceeded rather from 
being spared the trouble -of preaching, than from 
any more exalted motiv«|6i^ut, alas ! his utter 
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jttdifference was at times too apparent in every- 
thing. He was one of those characters who, 
to a common observer, appear to be humble ; but 
his humility was very different from that of Mr. 
"Wynne, and consisted rather in a kind of good- 
natured servility. He had a compliment ready 
for every one. Poor man, he met with much 
af&iction in his latter years, and became an altered 
character. 

"We were rather astonished on the following 
Sdnday by finding my brother-in-law, Colonel 
Wyndham, in our pew. "We did not know till then 
that the Wyndhams had returned home. Susan, 
he told us, had gone to her parish church. Mr. 
Stone took the first part of the service, but was 
assisted by Mr. Wynne at the Communion-table, 
who, as I said before, had undertaken to preach 
the sermon. That sermon I shall never forget. 
The holy gravity of his appearance impressed me 
before he spoke. But when he entered upon his 
subject, my attention was riveted ; and though 
the sermon was longer than any that I had heard 
before, it seemed to me, when he concluded, the 
shortest I had ever heard. It was all new to me ; 
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and as deeply interesting as it was new. The 
earnestness of the preacher ; the simple arrange^ 
ment of his subject, one point so saggestive of the 
point that next presented itself ; the plain forcible 
English, almost every word a good common En* 
glish word which the poor and uneducated cla3S 
could understand ; the style at the same time so 
lucid and even elegant, that the most fastidious 
scholar would have been charmed with it ; and} 
above all, the affectionate spirit, amounting at 
times even to tenderness, — -all this was new to me 
from the pupit. It was a written sermon, but it 
was not read as the sermons I had before heard. 
The hearer felt that the minister was speaking to 
him. The subject was new to me, for I bad 
scarcely looked int/O. the Bible, as I before men- 
tioned. It was the visit of the Q,ueen of Sheba to 
Solomon. Two or three leading points recur to 
my mind as I write : — " She had heard of the fame 
of Solomon, concerning the name of the Lord; 
and whw she came, she communed with him of 
all that was in her heart ; and Solomon told her 
all her questions ; there was not anything hid from 
the king, which he told her not." 
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^< A grisater thaa Scdomdh is here," he said. 
* You may come to Him, even if you are among 
the poorest and the lowest in rank, and find even 
a more gracious reception than the queen of the 
south met with from the royal Solomon. You 
may oomrhune with Him of all that is in your 
heart ; and He will dispel all your doubts, and 
answer all your difficulties. He will enter into 
all your feelings. He is touched with a feeling of 
all your infirrnitieSi There is not anything hid 
frbni Him. He was the fountain from Whence 
all the wisdom of Solomon came. Again, she said 
to the king: ^ It was a true report that I heard 
in my own land, of thy acts and of thy wisdom ; 
howbeit, I believed not the words until I came^ 
and mine eyes had seen it ; and behold the half 
was not told me.' A greater than Solomon is 
here ! Make but acquaintance with Him, and you 
shall say from your own blessed experience, it was 
a true report that I heard ; but I believed not till 
I came to Him ; and behold the half was not told 
me ! Oh, let me assure you that it is always thus. 
Who has ever come to Him, and been deceived in 
h^s e.xpectation ? It was thus with those Samari- 
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tans who came to Christ : * Now we believe,' they 
said ; * not bfecause of thy saying ;' (addressing 
themselves to her at whose report they had come 
out to meet him ;) * we have heard Him ourselves, 
and know that this is indeed the Christ, the Saviour 
of the world.' 

** Again, uie said : * Happy are these thy serv- 
ants which stand continually before thee, and that 
hear thy wisdom.' ^ A greater than Solomon is 
here ' ! And if you would know true happiness, 
— ^that calm, assured, and settled happiness, which 
nothing can disturb,, and which shall change the 
whole character of your existence, — giving you 
beauty for ashes, the oil of joy for mourning, and 
the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness, 
you will find it, and only find it, in the presence 
and in the service of Christ. Happy indeed are 
His servan^ts. He calls them not servants, but 
friends, — nay, as many as receive Him, to them 
He giveth power to be called the sons of God, and 
if sons, then heirs, heirs of God and joint heirs 
with H'mseif. Yet bear it ever on your mind 
that you. cannot come to Christ as the Queen of 
Sheba came to Solomon. She came on terms of 
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equality, — even as one royal sovereign to another, 
she came in all the splendor of her royalty. You 
can only come in all the degradation of your guilt 
and misery. But though a greater than Solomon 
in all his glory is here, even the King of kings, 
you may come, — you are even invited to come as 
a poor trembling sinner. But come, only come ; 
come at once. You have nothing to dread if you 
come : your danger— your gr^at, your only, your 
inevitable danger, is, if you do not come." 

My reader may say there was nothing remark- 
able in.these words. It may be so; but rw© must 
take into consideration the state of the hearer's 
mind, as well as the words of the preacher. It 
was all new to me. For the first time in my life 
I heard the plain gospel from a preacher in earn- 
est, and at the time when my own mind was 
awakening to a sense of my sinful neglect of my 
own soul, my guilty and unthankful rejection of 
that Divine and gracious Saviour who had come 
down from heaven to earth to die for me. The 
same gospel from the most ungifted preacher 
would probably have had the same effect upon me 
at that time. I was not, however, the only per- 
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son then present that was deeply, and, I trnst, 
savingly impressed by that sermon. The preacher 
had truly said, in another part of his address, that 
she who came to Solomon conid only hear of wis- 
dom from his lips ; but he who comes to Christ, 
comes to one who gives wisdom, — ^fot " the Lord 
giveth wisdom." 

" My dear young friend," said Mr. Wynne to 
me afterwards, when I was asking him many 
questions about that sermon, ^^ I would say to you 
in the words of the wise man : * Wisdom is the 
principal thing ; therefore get wisdom, and with 
•11 thy getting, get understanding. Take fest 
hold of instruction ; let her not go : keep her, fwr 
she is thy life.' The fear of the Lord," he added, 
^ is the beginning of wisdom. The knowledge of 
Christ, when He is really mside of Grod, wisdom 
to your soul, is the sum of all wisdom, for Christ 
is the wisdom of God." 

" But how am I to get wisdom ? " I said. 

He opened his Bible and read : " If any of 
you lack wisdom, let him ask of God, that giveth 
to all men liberally, and upbraideth not, and it 
shall be given him." 



CHAPTER VI. 

Beaberald, — ^be a watchmaD, — 

Golden seasoos God will give : 
Seek them, seize thi»n) and improve tbem ; 

Seme will hear, believe and liva 

Go, proclaim thy great-Redeemer ; 

Speak at once, the moments fljr : 
Tell the I^ord, he died to save them,^- 

lives, and pleads for them on high. 

ON the fcrflowing morning my father rode oyer 
to Norman Court, saying, when he left us, 
that he should probably bring the Wyndhams and 
Peregrine back with him to spend the week with 
us; but instead of returning himself, we Were 
alarmed at the appearance of his groom coming 
at full gallop down the west avenue. We all 
rushed to the door, and the man seeing us there, 
rode up to deliver his message. Colonel Wynd- 
ham, he said, had been thrown from his horse, and 
killed on the spot,— -at least, so they feared, for 

he had neither spoken nor moved when Uie -groom 
4* 
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left the house. My father had sent for aunt Mar- 
garet to oome to my sister, who was, the man 
said, in a terrible state. The doctor had not 
arrived, but he had met him within a mile of 
Norman Court. The coach was coming up to the 
door, where aunt Margaret stood, with the tears 
trickling down her facq, waiting to set off, when 
my uncle Peregrine was seen approaching, also at 
full goUop. He brought the joyful news that the 
poor colonel was yet alive : the doctor had bled 
him, and consciousness had returned. His arm 
had been broken, and some^ severe injury, they 
feared, had been received about the head ; it was 
impossible, however, to tell to what extent. But 
the circumstance of the accident to his arm had 
given them some hope that the violence of the 
shock to the head had been broken. He had spo- 
ken, but his first coherent words had been to ask 
for Mr. Wynne ; and my sister and father had 
joined in the entreaty that he would come imme* 
diately. 

I need not dwell further upon the joyful fact 
of my brother-in-law's recovery ; but the circum- 
stance of his calling for Mr. Wynne, and th« maify 
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interviews whioh he had with that excellent man, 
are some of the links in that chain of mysterious 
but wonderful events by which it pleased our gra- 
cious God to bring many members of a family, 
to whom He had long been unknown, to^ Himself. 

Colonel Wyndham had net been a party to the 
prejudice and dislike felt by his wife and her 
uncle against Mr. Wynne, and had expressed his 
disapprobation of the censure they had passed 
upon. him. He had said but little, however, 
except to declare his unqualified approval of all 
that he had seen and heard of that excellent man. 
Mr. Wynne remained at Normaa Court for some 
days, and was admitted from time to time to the 
chamber of the invalid, w^ho received the greatest 
comfort from his ministrations. It was, however, 
about a month after his accident, when sitting by 
the couch of Colonel Wyndham, that I heard more 
than I expected, and learnt the reason of his de- 
siring so earnestly to see Mr. Wynne. 

About twenty years before, when he had been 
quartered in the North of England, he had been 
detained some weeks by illness at an inn in the 
town of M While he was sitting one even- 
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ing lonely and dispirited in his room, having been 
confined to his bed for several previous days, the 
landlord of the inn came to him, and said that he 
had brought a message from a clergyman who had 
arrived at the house that day, and was about to 
leave by the mail at an early hour on the follow- 
ing morning. The message was an invitatjon to 
attend the service of family prayer, which he had 
begged that he might be permitted to conduct for 
all the inmates of the irni. The landlord, it 
seemed, was almost as astonished as the young 
officer by the strangeness of the proposition ; but 
his wife and one of the waiters had expressed 
their delight, the man said, in lively terms, at the 
proposal. "And you see," added the landlord, 
^' I suppose there can be no harm in it ; and nothing 
would satisfy my wife but that I should go to all 
the rooms and give a respectful invitation to all 
the ladies and gentlemen in our house. The old 
gentleman in No. 6 is very angry, and two ladies 
in No. 3 (the next room to your own) would hardly 
hear me speak, and sent a very rude message to 
the good minister, which my wife forbids me to 
give ; but our other gentlefolks are highly pleased 
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fft the thought of attending ; and my vrife ha» 
had a fire made in the assembly room, where we 
are to meet in about an hoar's time." 
. The colonel told me that at first he had m&de 
no reply; but that the good landlady, who, it. 
seems, was at the door, then made her appearance, 
saying: " I am sure, sir, you would like to come. 
After being so poorly as you have been, and almost 
at death's door. * I dare to say you will feel it 
quite a comfort to hear a fine piece of Soripture 
read, and to join in thanking Grod for your recov- 
ery ; this, I am sure, we shall all do, for I have 
felt as much anxiety about you as if you were my 
own son; and I have been telling this good cler* 
gyroan how very ill you have been." 

" I was fairly taken by storm," said the colo- 
nel ; '^ and though feeling shy and annoyed, and 
half inclined to give as decided a refusal as the 
old gentleman in No. 6, I felt that there was so 
much of truth and reas<Mi in the good woman's 
argument, that I could not for very shame refuse : 
and when the time came, I made one of the little 
congregation who met together in the assembly 
room. I was diarmed by the appearance of the 
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good man. The portion of Scripture which he read 
to us was admirably chosen, and the few remarks 
that followed were plain and striking. 1 had for- 
gotten them till the night that I met Mr. Wynne 
for the first time at Westhall, and then a few 
words touched the electric chord of memory, and 
the whole scene, many of his. remarks, aad the 
subject of the prayer, returned almost in the 
freshness with which they had presented to me in 
the inn. The few words I allude to were these : 
'Have you learnt the Angels' Song?' 1 had 
before some confused recollection of him ; but age 
and sickness have altered him strangely; for 
twenty years ago^ though there was then that air 
of peculiar refinement, and that gentle dignity, 
which now distinguish him, he was in the prime 
of manhood ; his hair black, and his skin clear 
and ruddy. When, however, I sat among the 
assembled household at Westhall, and looked at 
him intently with the open Bible before him, and 
heard again the distinct and melodious tones of his 
voice as he read the inspired words, I at once 
remembered when and where I had before seen 
him. I had been already struck, to say the 
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troth ; eui unconscious awakening of mind Jiad 
taken place within me, by the boldness, — I will 
call it by its proper name,-! — ^the holy boldness of 
his zeal for the glory of God, in requesting the 
squire to assemble the whole family to prayer on 
the very evening of his arrival. It was like the 
spirit of the clergyman at the inn. I thank God 
for this holy boldness ; which you, dear Su- 
san," he said, smiling, as, he turned to his wife, 
"and your uncle Peregrine, have so strongly cen- 
sured. Had I died, my^poor wife," he added, with 
an. earnest gravity, " from the effects of that fall, 
I should have owed the salvation of my soul, as I 
trust I now do, to the holy boldness of this noble- 
minded minister of Christ. The words of Scrip- 
ture which he read to us that night at Westhall, 
followed, as they were, by his prayer for the grace 
of God to bless them, made so deep an impression 
upon me, that they led me, for ihe first time in 
my life, to search the Scriptures for myself, and 
to ask that solemn question : ' What must I do 
to be saved ?' " 

" This is all new to me," said Sasan. She 
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was my tluMightfiil, and the tears were in her 
eyes. *' Why did yoa not tell me all this ?'' 

" Perhaps,'' said he, " my dear wife, because 
I am wanting in. that holy boldness for which Mr. 
Wynne is so remarkable. Ton know, howerer, 
that thoagh a soldier, I am a man of peace ; and 
when I found you and Peregrine so decided in 
your dislike of that admirable man, and somewhat 
impatient of any remonstrance of mine on the sub- 
jecty I thought it as well* to leave you to your- 
selyes till you came to a better mind ; and I kept 
my thoughts to myself." 

" Ah, well, my dear Charles," she replied, *' I 
must maintain you have not dealt fairly by me. 
As for uncle Peregrine, you were at liberty to do 
as you pleased about him. J am sure I do not 
admire his standard of clerical duty or excellence, 
— ^that is if he has any, — ^for, as I often tell him, 
he is not fit for a clergyman, and never ought to 
have been one ; — ^but your own wife has a claim 
upon you for good advice, and for being set to 
rights too, when you see her in the wrong. I 
begin to think almost as highly of Mr. Wynne as 
you do ; and I really love him for his affectionate 
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attention to you, and because I see you love hirti. 
But on one point I still differ : I do not think his 
judgment was the best in the world in coming 
down upon our whole party that first evening at 
Westhall with family prayer. He was wanting in 
tact, to say the best of it. Why, Charles, you 
know as well as I do what sort of people they all 
are there : my dear excellent father, and that 
good simple soul aunt Margaret, and^ that most 
methodical of old bachelors, that taciturn uncle of 
mine, Oliver; to say nothing of the old servants, 
the stately Mrs. Peters, and that model of butlers 
and roost prejudiced of men, dear old Toogood. 
Now suppose,, just suppose, — I do not say that it 
was so, — ^but suppose that they all, one and all, 
had been of the mind of uncle Peregrine and my- 
self, — put uncle Peregrine out of the question 
again, if you please ; but you know, Charles, I am 
not a prejudiced person — I hate prejudice, — but 
suppose they had all taken offence, why then, dear 
Mr. Wynne, instead of doing good, woiild have 
caused a revolution in the whole household." 

"But facts, Susan, are the best arguments, 
and I put the actual effect of Mr. Wynne^s con- 
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duot oyer against your suppositions. Thero are 
oocasions, and that, in his opinion, I have no 
doubt, was one of them, when high principle and 
duty to God must take place of the wisest worldly 
policy ; and God, who will honor those that honor 
Him, may, and does, it seems, overrule such occa- 
sions, and causes His faithful servant to find favor 
in the eyes of men. The fact is, that Mr. Wynne, 
instead of causing a revolution against him among 
the household at Wes'thall, has excited one in his 
favor, and has been the means of producing a 
desire in many hearts to become truly religious ; 
and among his chief partisans are Peters and 
Toogood. Horace has been just giving me an 
account of the warm attachment of the servants 
at Westhall to Mr. Wynne and his children." 

While we were thus conversing, Mr. Wynne 
entered. He was scarcely seated when my sister 
said to him : " It. is never too late to acknowledore 
a fault, and I have to acknowledge on6 : I have to 
t^U you, my dear sir, and to ask your forgiveness 
as I do so, that I have spoken in an unworthy and 
improper manner against you, and that I am the 
more ashamed of having done so because I led 
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you to sappc*se by my manner that I entertained 
a very friendly feeling towards you. I ought to 
have fisaid this long ago, but I could not summoa 
courage to do so. Though I knew yqu could not 
be aware of my state of feeling, I have felt very 
guilty whenever I have met you. I am sure you 
will forgive me, and help me to become a very 
different creature, and more worthy of this good 
husband of mine, who knew how to value you 
when 1 did not." 

I fixed my eye on Mr. Wynne while she was 
speaking ; but whether he understood my glance 
or not I could not tell, for he took no notice of it, 
but only spoke to my sister in his usually calm 
and dignified manner, yet with great kindness. 
She was much agitated for a short time, but soon 
recovered her self-possession ; and then, to my 
astonishment, she said in her usual toue : *^ Will 
you aUow me to say that I did not think you quite 
judicious, though I am now sure that you were 
right, in proposing family prayer at Westhall on 
the evening of your arrival ? I am the more sur- 
prised now I know you, because I really think 
that you are as judicious as you are kind." 
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" My dear madam," he said gravely, " I cheer- 
fully reply to your inquiry. I can never forget 
the high commission which I bear. To use inspired 
words : * I have been allowed of God to be put in 
trust with the gospel,^ and therefore I must speak, 
* not as pleasing men, but God.' On such occa- 
sions as the one you refer to, I have always 
endeavored to realize the unspeakable importance 
of the present opportunity. I have hot permitted 
myself to think that to-morrow can present a bet- 
ter opportunity than to-day, when I myself might 
be called to my account before the morrow canie. 
I have never had reason to repent acting upon this 
impression. I said to myself when I came to 
your father's house : * I am come hither as a min- 
ister of Christ, and perhaps as a missionary. I 
am not come, however, among heathen persons, 
but to a family of professed Christians. If they 
are true to their profession, they will rejoice that 

r 

I should deliver my message to them, and invite 
them to worship the God of their fathers with me ; 
but if ihey are merely Christians in name, they 
are in a more deplorable state than the heathen 
who have never heard of Christ, to whom the 
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■ missionary brings, for the first time, the glad 
tidings of salvation. And I am under a doable 
obligation before *txod to endeavor to awaken them 
to a sense of thqir duty, and to win them to seek 
and. to love their adorable Redeemer.' " 

" Very true, yes, very true," said my sister 
thoughtfully. " You were right, ray dear sir, and 
I was wrong.^' But then, with the usual perti- 
nacity of her character, and with her usual quick- 
ness, she said abruptly : '' but how did you know 
that my father's household were not accustomed 
to assemble for family worship ? " 

He (juietly replied : *^ When we came into the 
drawing-room after dinner, almost the first que?* 
tion which Lput to your good aunt Margaret was 
on this very subject ; and her reply, and the look 
of astonishment that accompanied it, told me 
plainly enough that the custom was one wholly 
unknown at Westhall." 

*^ Strange," said Susan. " My aunt never 
even alluded to your, having spoken to her on the 
subject," 

" Not so very strange," said Colonel Wyndharo. 
<< since you have scarcely seen her from that even- 
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ing until the day I met with my fall ; and one 
may easily suppose that her kind heart has been 
more occupied with your anxiety than with any 
other matter." ' 

" I am fairly beaten," said my sister, " arid I 
have now nothing to do, but heartily to agree 
with you in all that you have said, and indeed I 
can never sufficiently thank you, not only for 
your goodness to my husband, but for yoUr tender 
solicitude for the spiritual welfare of all my fam- 
ily, and, I trust, for myself also. Dear Mr. 
Wynne," she added afterwards, " I entreat you to 
add another favor to those we have already re- 
ceived from you. Speak to my uncle Peregrine. 
His state is truly distressing, and a real grief to 
my father. He^is indeed one of the most careless 
clergymen I have ever met with, though a kind- 
hearted creature; and I love him very dearly. 
He has always been more like a brother than an 
uncle to me, for there are not many years differ- 
ence between us. Since we have resided in his 
parish, we have been able to judge better about 
his character and conduct as a clergyman ; and 
^ between ourselves, I do assure you that I am 
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sometimes quite ashamed of him. Within the 
last few days I have taken advantage of my sis« 
terly affection for him, and remonstrated most 
seriously with him on the sad inconsistencies of 
his conduct, and on his utter neglect of hfs parish. 
But he only laughs, and tells rpe he never did like 
his profession, and never shall ; that he was forced 
into the Church against his will, and that he would 
quit it to-morrow if he could do so — that is, if he 
could afford to give up a comfortable income." 

"I can only answer your question," replied 
Mr. "Wynne, ^* by saying, that on such a point as 
this which you now bring before me, I feel that if 
I would succeed, I must endeavor to exercise the 
most judicious discretion. But I thank you for 
the confidence that you have placed in me, and I. 
will lose no opportunity of seeking to win your 
uncle to love the calling to which he has pledged 
himself, however unwillingly it may have been." 

" It is a glorious calling," said Colonel "Wynd- 
ham : ** happy are those who h»ive learnt to love 
it. Surely no office is so high and honorable on 
earth as that of a minister of Christ ; and I, on 
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my part, am beginning to feel that therei is no 
service so delightful as that of His disciple." 

" To learn the Angels' Song/' said Mr. Wynne, 
" not only from the joyful chorus which the shep- 
herds of Bethlehem heard when Christ the Lord 
was born into this world, but from the whole record 
of His life and ministry among men, — -this is^ I am 
convinced, the great lesson of life, and he is the 
happiest man, whatever his calling on earth may 
be, who is the most diligent learner. He has 
entered that path of light which shineth more and 
more unto the perfect day." 



CHAPTER VII. 

(dorrowfiil, yet still FejoiciDg ; 

Poor, and yet possessing all ; 
Blest) although the worid, deriding; 

MadQess my religion eaU. 

Tims am I, since Thou hast sought me» 
Gracious Lord I and made me Thine ; 

Raised me, comforted, and brought me 
To niy feet, and Tboa art mine— if <SL 

I WAS sitting 6ae morning with Mr. "Wynne in 
the cedar parlor, which we had made, over to 
his especial use, and which we called his re- 
treat. My father entered, and I was about to 
leave the room, for he said: "I am come, my 
good sir, to have a little private conversation with 
yoa. Don't go, Horace, my dear boy," he added ; 
** for what I have to say concerns you, as ray son 
and successor in this household, as well as myself." 
He sate in silence for some minutes ; his eyes 
were fixed upon the portrait of his father, which 
hung upon the opposite wall. It was a thought^ 
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ful silence; and the sight of that portrait had 
deepened its thonghtfulness, though what was 
passing in his mind I knew not. 

" I have heard you say," he said abruptly, ad- 
dressing himself to Mr. Wynne, " that religion is 
happiness." 

'^ I have said so, and shall always say so,*^ 
replied Mr. Wynne. 

" I can't understand it," said my father. " I 
am beginning to find out, for the first time in my 
long life, what true religion is, and I am not happy. 
I thought that I was happy before you came among 
us, but that happiness now appears to me as fleet- 
ing as a dream." 

"Rather say as unsubstantial," replied Mr. 
Wynne. 

" At any rate," said my father, " the dream is 
ended. I am awake, and I am unhappy ; and yet, 
I am beginning to think seriously about religion, 
— about my own soul, and the soul of my house- 
hold, — my children, my brothers, and sister,-^my 
servants, my tenants. I do not say that religion 
is not duty,— I know and feel that it is, — but I 
cannot see that it^s happiness." 
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** Happiness,'Vsaid Mr. Wynne gravely, " is a 
eerioos thing — a thbughtful joy." 

My father was again silent. He was again 
deep in thought. I stole a glance at his counte- 
nance ; its expression was new to me. It was 
always that of an honest, benevolent heart ; now 
it was also that of an earnest and reflective spirit 
A deep sigh rose from his heaving chest. 

" I begin to see," he said at length, ^^ that old 
as I aAn, I have led a careless, useless life. I do 
not mean that I have been careless about this 
world ; for I have heen careful, and troubled (like 
her of old, of whom you spoke to us this morn- 
ing) about many things ; but the one thing that is 
needful bus been overlooked and forgotten. I see 
it now rising before me in its grandeur, and in its 
unspeakable importance, and I am unhappy— most 
unhappy. Religion cannot be happiness to tne, 
for I shall go mourning all my days. In fact, I 
am confounded, abashed. I feel myself degraded, 
and sunk in my own eyes. The past years of my 
life have been lost years ; seasons lost and gone 
by, never to be regained ; and I am now an old 
man : perhaps I have not anchor year to live. I 
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feel that the infirmities of age are increasing upon 
me, and that my strength is failing me. Now, 
indeed, that my mind is thas troubled, and my 
heart heavy, old age seems to tell upon me as it 
has pever done before. Sir, I find that I am not 
prepared to die. What am I to do ?" 

His eyes were fixed earnestly on Mr. Wynne, 
who sat grave and thoughtful, and did not imin0* 
diately reply. He turned his eyes again on his 
father's portrait, and then looked me in the fistee. 
" There is my son, too," he continued — " my eld- 
est son — ^he is an altered being. He was never 
very cheerful ; often occupied with his books, and 
not oaring much, like the rest of his famUy, for 
field sports ; but he is now more of a recluse, and 
more reserved and silent than ever." 

'^ My dear father," I exclaimed, and with so 
lively and cheerful a voice that he started, '' you 
have quite misunderstood me. I trust I am be- 
ginning to be an altered being, but I am not 
unhappy ; nay, on the contrary, I am beginning to 
learn what happiness really is. I used to be list- 
less and absent in mind ; occupied with the mere 
idleness of study ; j^eading, as I lived, without aim ; 
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wasting and wearing: away the precious hours of 
my life in a dreary, useless existence. But now, 
I jthank God from my heart, I am beginning to 
live in earnest, and to some purpose. I fear, how- 
ever, that what you have remarked about me is 
top true ; that is, that I have seemed to you more 
thoughtful and more reserved tlian ever. I have 
been so in society; yes, even in our own family 
circle ; but Mr< Wynne will tell you I am not so 
when alone with him ; and I have passed many 
hours of every day in his company, reading, or 
' walking, or conversing with him. I know you 
would wish me to attend upon him, as you are so 
often obliged to be otherwise occupied,— in a word, 
to take your place in your absence." 

" You are. quite right, my dear Horace," he 
replied ; " you cannot be too much in Mr. Wynne's 
company ; you must be the gainer in all your 
intercourse with him." 

" I may tell you, dear sir," said I, ** after hear- 
ing what you have just said— ^what I am afraid 
I should have been not long ago ashamed to 
own, even to you, — that I have for a time laid 
aside all other books, and that I am reading the 
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Bible for some hours every day with this valued 
friend. Ashamed, did I say ! To what a state 
must we have been brought, even to have enter- 
tained a passing thought of being ashamed of the 
Bible I That the great Grod of heaven and earth 
should have given a record of such inestimable 
value — ^the expression of His own infinite and^ 
eternal mind — the revelation of as much of Hi? 
glorious character as man in his present state is 
capable of comprehending— the message of His sur- 
passing love to creatures already lost and under 
condemnation — and that any one of those crea- 
tures should be found so utterly blind to his own 
best interest, so thoroughly hardened through the 
deceitfulness of sin, that he should willingly con- 
sent to letthat priceless volume lie neglected and un- 
opened ! Yet, such has been the case with myself." 
"And how far more sinful," said my father, 
the tears filling his eyes, *'how far more sinful, 
has been my disregard of that sacred book ! Sir, 
you have told us truly," he said to Mr. Wynne ; 
"we are all gone out of the way; there is none 
that understandeth, that seeketh after God. And 
yet he has given His own Son to die for us." 
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" And the Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity 
of us all,'^ added Mr. Wynne. 

There was a short pause ; and then, with a 
clear and excellent voice, the excellent man 
addressed my father : 

"I shall surprise you, sir,'' he said, " perhaps 
distress you, when I reply, in answer to the ques- 
tion which you came to ask me, that every word 
that you have spoken as to your unhappiness has 
jfilled my 'heart with joy. You have said, that you 
are beginning to experience what true religion is, 
and that you have become unhappy, that indeed 
you find it impossible to understand how happiness 
and religion can exist together. There is a state 
of mind which I cannot better describe, than by 
calling it a transition state ; when, though the 
outer nian with aH its senses and faculties knows 
no change, the inner man enters into a new and 
unknown world. Old things are passing away : 
but while they are passing, though the judgment 
is convinced, and the preference is given, the fear- 
ful and trembling spirit hardly dares to appropriate 
a joy of which it feels itself wholly undeserving. 
And again, and yet again it needs to be assured. 
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that, like the gift of its new life, its new happi- 
ness is also of free grace. Nevertheless, it is 
written : ' Rejoice in the Lord always, luid again 
I say rejoice.' This is the will and the command 
of God ; and I cannot entertain a doubt|^hat at 
no distant time yoo will be enabled to experience 
not only the assurance but the joy of salvation, 
through Jesus Christ. Let not your inquiry be, 
however, * am I happy V but, * do I love Christ ?^ 
Or, I should rather say, do not ask, ' why am I 
not happy V but * why do I not love Christ more ?^ 
And let your chief concern be, to learn more and 
more of His love for you, thftt you fnay love Him 
more and more. The weaning time is always a. 
season of disturbance, even to an infant's miiid ; 
and the soul is even as a weaned child when it is 
first taken away from the things of this world, in 
which it once found its sole gratification. There 
is One who can alone make these things plain and 
delightful to you, — the Holy Spirit. Pray |^ my 
dear friend, for His teaching." 

We were interrupted by Toogood: ^*If you 
please, sir," he said to ray father, " to come into 
the drawing-room, for Master Frederic is come 
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with two officers ; and if you please, sir, to let me 
go and call a groom, for Eichard has a hard mat- 
ter to hold the three young gentlemen's horses, 
which are rather restive." 

My father started up with delight :-— " I wished 
you to see my son Frederic," he said, addressing 
Mr. Wynne ; ** but I did not anticipate this joyful 
surprise." 

" My brother Frederic, in his last letter to 
me," said I, *' spoke of a faint hope which he had 
of his regiment coming to Chichester ; but begged 
me to say nothing about it till he wrote again. I 
knew that the regiment wes to leave Norwich in 
the course of this Week ; but Frederic's fears were, 
that they should be ordered to Ireland." 

Aunt Margaret came bustling in while I was 
speaking, saying that she was sure Toogood could 
not have told us of the arrival : **and here is Fre- 
deric, she said, " and two young men as tall as 
grenadiers, in full regimentals ; and they are all 
come to dinner." 

" Well," said my father, as ho hurried off, " I 

shall be right glad to see them. Only take care to 

give them a good dinner, for young men are often 
6* 
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as hungry as hunters. A haunch of venison ?r-^ 
yes, if you Uke ; but it will be rather tough, for 
tbe last buck has not been shot a week. Lord 
William Turner ! — ^well, my clear Margaret, I shall 
make no difiarence for him. . There, there : go to 
Peters, and lay your heads together-; only don't 
detain me any longer. Why, waa ever such a 
woman ? you came to hurry me off, and now you 
won't let me go. No, no, I say ; no more plate 
than on common occasions. One would think that 
the Judges were coming to dine with us, instead 
of three boy-officers." 

It waSr a joyful meeting, for my brother had 
been absent nearly a year, and had not been at 
home since his first joining his regiment ; but not 
many minutes had passed when we saw that dear 
Frederic was no longet the same frank, open- 
hearted youth that had left us. He had become a 
fine gentleman, and looked and talked like a stran- 
ger in his own father's house. When a boy at 
Eton, he had been always one of the first to laugh 
at tuft-hunting ; but the extraordinary attentions • 
that he lavished on his titled friend, and the inti- 
macy that he affected with him, showed that he 
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had forgotten the honest independence of his school- 
boy days. As for Lord William, the outer man was 
uncommonly good looking, and extremely well 
dre:*sed ; but the styje of his conversation was as 
unmeaning and as deficient in sense as the fea- 
tures of his handsome face. Jhe other young offi- 
cer was a Mr. Beardniore, a self-complacent youth, 
who talked very fast, and seemed to have but one 
idea always uppermost — ^that his large fortune 
gave him much importance, and that his own 
horses and dogs, of which we heard much in the 
course of that visit, were, like every thing else he 
possessed, super-excellent. I am afraid these opin- 
ions may be deemed rather uncharitable ; but 1 
remember they were the opinions I then formed ; 
for I was really indignant to find what associates 
my brother, who was a lad of se^se and right feel- 
ing, had chosen. His companions, however, I 
niust albw, were idle, profligate young men. 
Uncle Oliver said to Frederic, though not in their 
hearing: '* Well, Fred, if your new friends will ^ 
do you no harm, at least they do not seem likely 
to do you much good. At any rate, they Avill 
neither of them set the Thames on fire." 
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I quite agreed with my uncle Oliver's remark, 
for it was evident enough that either they or oth- 
ers had already done harm to Frederic. 

Frederic was at that time scarcely nineteen, 
and had been from his childhood the favorite of the 
whole household. He was my only brother, and 
especially dear to me. I think if he loved any 
one on earth more than another, it was myself ; 
and he was not long in my company before his old 
affectionate manner returned ; and every now and 
then, though he was almost absorbed in his atten 
tions to his new friends, he would leave them and 
put his arm within mine, pressing it to his side as 
he did so, and whisqpering what joy it gave him to 
be with me again. He thanked me again and 
again for keeping with them, which I did during 
the whole of the day, little thinking that my 
chief reason for doing so, — putting out of the 
question my affection for him, — was, that I might 
observe as closely as I could the characters of his 
companions, a&d what influence they possessed 
over him. But I could make very little out of 
them : there was little of distinctive character in 
either ; and the only conclusion I could come to 
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was, that they were vain^ empty, commonplacd 
lads, with nothing to boast of, but high birth in 
the one case, and great wealth^ in the other. As 
we passed through the flower-garden on our way 
to the stables, (the first ]dace of course to be vis- 
ited,) we met Mr. Wynne leaning on his son's 
arm. Frederic quitted Lord William, with whom 
he v^as walking, and seized my arrpi saying: 
^ Who have we here ? " 

I told him, and said I must take him to Mr« 
Wynne a);id introduce him. With a slight shrug 
of. his shoulders, and with his new and artificial 
manner, he said : ^^ Spare me at present, if you 
please ; " but his better feelings returned, and he 
added: ^'I suppose it would be ill-bred to pass 
him : he is a relation, I believe." 

'^ It would indeed be ill-bred, my dear Fred- 
eric,'^ I replied. But the cold and almost haughty 
manner with^which he received the cordial greet- 
ing of Mr. Wynne, — ^the son he hardly noticed, — 
made me regret that I had proposed the introduc- 
tion. - 

" Only poor relations," I heard Frederic say 
afterwards to his companions ; and some remark 
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was made by one of them which I did not hear ; 
but it seemed to amuse them all, for it was fol- 
lowed by a load laugh. The stables w<$re vii^ted ; 
and I was sorry to perceive that poor Frederic 
showed more interest about the horses than he did 
in the excellent man whom he had just met fur 
the first time, and who was also his relation ; and 
that he could talk familiarly with the forward 
fellow who was at that timo my father's head- 
groom. Great admiration was expressed by Lord 
William about a young horse which had been 
reared on the estAte, and which my father had 
talked of giving to Frederic. It seemed to acquire 
a value in my brother's eyes which it certainly 
had not possessed before, for he had often said that 
he liked neither the color nor the make of the 
horse. I heard his voice soon after loud in angry 
indignation, and came back to the stable, which 
I had quitted a few minutes before. 

" What is the matter, my dear Frederic ? " I 
said, after listening for a short time, and hearing 
sundry epithets of virulence from his lips, such 
as " insolence !— presumption I — unwarrantable 
liberty ! " " Harry tells me," he replied, " that 
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that young Welsh . puppy has been riding ray 
horse. Harry says, that the wonder is the animal 
is not spoilt. He is too young to be ridden at 
present." 

" It was by my orders,'' I said, " that Hugh 
Wynne rode Antelope. My. father tohl me, that af* 
you did not admire the horse, he should give you , 
th€k^ mon^y when you next oame home to bay one 
that would please you better. However, the horse 
is mine ; for reckoning. upon your not wishing for 
it, I begged my father to let me give hun my old- 
Grey, which he had taken a fancy to on account 
of its gentleness, in exchange for Antelope, other- 
wise Antelope would have been sold six months 
ago. As for Harry's opinion, he might have told 
you that it was overruled by that of Dennis the 
coachman, who knew more about a horse before 
he was born than he does at this present time. 
My oousin Hugh is a light weight, and a capital 
horseman, and has done no hurt to Antelope ; on 
the contrary, he has done much to break him in : 
his docility under his hand has been the admira- 
tion of every one of us." 

" Well, I like the horse," said Frederic. " I 
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Beyer saw a Jiorse so improyed. Yoa admire him 
as mach as I do, Lord William ? " 

« DonH I, Fred ! « he answered. " Had I 
been you I should have kept him/' 

" Will you sell him, Horaoe ? " said my brother, 
turning abruptly to me. 

" Certainly not," I replied, smiling, " to a 
young soldier, who has^ I suspect, no mone^to 
spare ; but I will give him to you with great 
pleasure ; and to say the truth, one of my reasons 
for buying him was that I might do so, if I saw 
that you had changed your mind about him." 

My brother was warm in his thanks, and said 
he should certainly ride Antelope back to Chiches- 
ter that evening. " I should like to show him to 
the duke," he added with an afiected carelessness, 
" when we ride over to Goodwood to-morrow." 

I was much distressed on my return to l^e 
house to hear from aunt Margaret that Mr. Wynne 
had been attacked by a sudden faintness while 
taking his usual walk, and that she had sent for 
the doctor, who had given him a restoring draught, 
and had recommended his lying down, and re- 
maining quietly in his own apartment during the 
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resjk of the day. I went to him imn[ie4iately, and 
was pleased to find him muph revived ; so much 
so, that he proposed coming down to dinner. But 
I joined with his children in urging him not to do 
soy especially as strangers would be added to oor 
party. 

When we assembled for dinner, I found that 
Pain^^Ia was, also absent. 

'' She will join u^ in the drawing-room after 
dinner," said aunt Margaret, in answer to an 
inquiry from my father, '^ when her father goes to 
bed." 

I was not sorry that Mr. Wynne was absent 
from the dining-room. He hi^l never seen the 
kind of party at Westhall that was assembled 
there that day ; though before he came to us such 
parties were not unusual. My unole. Peregrine, 
and one of our neighbors who had riddeii over 
with him, remained to cTmner; and the latter, 
who was one of my uncle's friends, did not improve 
the tone of the conversation during dinner. My 
father looked very grave, and did not hesitate to 
give one or two reproofis, though with much kind- 
ness of ihanner ; and I felt exceedingly annoyed, 
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and spoke to no one but to Hugh Wynne, who sat 
next me. Frederic called for champagne ; and 
before the eloth was removed, it was too evident 
that he sind bis companions had drank so many 
glasses of that and other wine, that they became 
very talkative. Such was but too common in 
those days. Aunt Margaret, who was the only 
lady present, seemed glad to escape, and left the 
table sooner than she usually did. I became 
more annoyed, and ray annoyance increased to 
indignation when I heard the untitled young offi- 
cer say in a loud whisper to Frederic: "Let ur 
make the milksop drunk." This young man be- 
gan to show more of his real character under the 
influence of the wine he had drank. He was 
under-bred and purse-proud ; and his conversation, 
after my aunt's departure, was not commonly 
decent. The three young men — Frederic, I am 
sorry to say, being one of them — seemed to think 
it an excellent joke to make a dead set at Hugh. 
They challenged him to drink, and put several 
questions to him, which baused the color to mount 
even to his temples, till my father began to get 
angry, and told them in plain terms that he woull 
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alipw no SQch liberties to be taken with any guest 
at his table ; on which Lord William, with a cool 
impertinence that astonished me, assumed an air 
of gravity, and asked him to take a glass of wine 
with him. I was still niore disgusted, I grieve to 
say, by my uncle Peregrine's want of discretion, 
to call it no worse ; for though he had not taken 
too mijch wine, he seemed to enjoy the whole 
scene, and gave way occasionally to bursts of loud 
laughter. I could not help admiring the manliness 
and the sweet temper of my young cousin Hugh 
Wynne, and the air of quiet self-possession with 
which he addressed my father, when after sitting 
some time exposed to the impertinence of the other 
young men, and calmly, but decidedly, refusing to 
drink, letting them see that he was neither to be 
abashed nor provoked by their ungentlemahly 
behavior, — he said : 

" If you will allow me, sir, I wiH go up to my 
father. I always attend him when he retires to 
rest.-' 

"Go by fill means, my dear boy," said my 
father ; " I only wonder you have had patience to 
sit hiere so long. That young man," he continued 
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as tha door cloeed apon Hugh, '^has proved him* 
self a real geotleman ; and some of you, ray young 
friends, who, I have no doubt, from the way in 
which you have ocmducted youfjselves, look down 
upon him as an unpolished rustic, may learn « 
lesson'of good breeding and manly principle from 
him. I am only sorry that such a lesson should 
be needed. But you will understand from me, my 
dear Frederic, there must be no more of this behav* 
lor. Come, we have had enough wine ; we wiU 
join the ladies, Frederic, you are the youngest 
present, ring the belL" 

In the drawing-roQm we found aunt Margaret, 
and Pamela seated ^near her, both busily engaged, 
(me with her knitting, and the other over her em«- 
broidery frame. The young officers had been 
somewhat abashed by my father's grave rebuke 
and decided man nor. Frederic was silent, and 
evidently unable to recover himself. Mr. Beard- 
more looked sulky^ and the young nobleman 
sheepish. The two latter remained conversing 
together for some time in the embrasure of one of 
the further windows, and did not join the rest of 
the party. Frederic had thrown himself into a 
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ofanir, ai^ remained there till Lord William oame 
and drew a chair near him, and soon after the 
other did the same, and they entered into some 
deep discussion, which I learnt afterwards was on 
the mode of their retarning to Chichester that 
evening. It was now dark, and I recommended 
their waiting till the moon was up, before they 
ordered their horses, or else Remaining all night ; 
and I succeeded, after some persuasion, in carry- 
ing the latter point. Though not exactly intoxi- 
cated, I felt that it would not be without risk that 
they mounted their horses to return to their bar* 
racks ; and my father seemed much relieved when 
he heard' that the foolish lads would be safely 
housed for the night. I was still conversing with 
mv brother, when an exclamation from one of his 
companions arrested my attention,—- a most audi<- 
ble expression of admiration j. and turning my 
head, I saw the vulgar Mr. Beardmore staring with 
open eyes on my gentle cousin Pamela, who sat 
the picture of modest elegance, listening to some 
observations of my father's, having for awhile laid 
aside her embroidery-needle when he had taken 
his^ seat beside her. Neither of the young officers, 
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it appeared, had noticed her when they entered^ 
the room ; but they now seemed so charmed by 
the discovery they had made, that they rose up 
simultaneously, as if attracted to the other side of 
the room. Frederic stopping to ask me who she 
was, and his companions, who heard his question, 
waiting for my reply. 

''Only another poor relation,^' I answered with 
some emphasis ; '' but one, remember, young gen- 
tlemen, whose sex and modesty demand somewhat 
more courtesy than you have chosen to exhibit 
towards her brother." 

" She is a lovely creature," said Frederic ; 
and though these men cannot ask for an introduc- 
tion. I have a right to do so, on the score of rela- 
tionship. Come, Horace,'^ he added, passing his 
arm within mine, " take me to this fair cousin, 
and introduce me immediately." 

I hesitated, but was about to comply, when he 
disengaged hijuself from me, and the moment 
after, I ^aw him standing before Pamela. 

" My father has introduced me," he said, as I 
oame up to him ; and seeing that I was about to 
occupy the only vacant chair near her, he aprang 
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before me, and seated himself in it, looking, ronnd 
at his friends^ and laughing aloud. All this was 
new to Pamela ; she fixed her eyes upon him for 
a moment with a look of quiet astoi^ishment, and 
then with a gentle self-possession — it was part of 
her character — ^she turned towards my father and 
continued conversing with him, as calmly as if she 
had not noticed the boyish rudeness of poor 
Frederic. 

*' Here, Horace,'* he said, after a little time, 
"take your place, I was only joking; but you 
really did seem so anxious to take possession of 
this chair, that I was determined to outwit you," 
-—and rising as he spoke, he whispered loud 
enough for every one to hear : " she is a lovely 
creature, and J give you great credit for your 
taste." . - 

I was now more annoyed than before, and for 
a moment felt angry ; but a glance at Pamela's 
countenance taught me the best way of treating 
the foolish but good natured boy. A slight flush 
had tinted her delicate cheek, but passed away as 
quickly as it came, and no other emotion could 
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lia^a led the closest observer to susp^ot that she 
bad heard the words of my unmannerly brother. 

Aunt Margaret, who was sitting near us, noW 
rose, and coming to Pamela, asked her to sing, 

^' Ah do, my dear child," said my father ; '' you 
are now almost as good a performer on the harp- 
sichord as on your favorite organ ; and I shall feel 
much disappointed if I lose my evening song." 

Pamela smiled, and expressed at once her 
readiness to sing to him ; and Prederic hfistened 
to open the harpsichord. I observed the eyes of 
Lord William and his companions fixed upon her 
hands as dhe took off her gloves and laid them 
upon the instrument ;^ and the three young men 
crowded round her. Aunt Margaret came forwarf, 
and said with a gbod-hnmored snfiile : 

" Be so good, my dear Frederic, to/nove a little 
aside;' I must turn over the leaves of Pamela's 
music-book ;" and she drew in her chair, and 
caused the young men to fall back a little. 

Pamela's cheek \yas again flushed, and the soft 
color did not pass away as before. She became 
still graver ; but her countenance wore its usual 
calm, sweet expression, when she looked round to 
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my father^ and asked him what ho wilhed her to 
sing. 

^' Hy favarite song, dear child," he replied,— 
**« The Bird of Passage.' " 

Bird of Passage, gladly risiDg 

On iky free and buoyant wings ; 
AU beneath thee lightly prizing, 

GiUrdens, woods, and gushing springs. 

Swiftly on thy passage speeding, 

Fearing nought, and braving all ; 
Past delights no longer heeding, 

True to thy mysterious calL 

Kothing from thy course can turn thee^ 

Check thy progress, stop thee, more, 
Till .thine out-spread wings have borne thee 

To some fai-ofS, sunny shore. 

Ah, my soul I while earthly pleasures 

Here below thy solace make, 
liOW ambitions, worthless treasures, 

From that Ixrd thy lesson takeu 

Listen to thy glorious message,^ 
Turn from things of sense and tinu^ -* 

And be like that Bird of Passage 
Soaring to a happier clime. 

At the first sound of her wonderfully beautiful 
6 
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Toioe, and till the charming song was ended, a 
deep stillness prevailed throaghout the room. Then 
the young officers pressed forward again, in spite 
of aunt Margaret, and overwhelmed the gentle girl 
with their delight and admiration in extravagant 
compliments. > 

"You will sing again," said Frederic. "I 
never heard anything so fine in my life." 

" You donH mean to tantalize as so cruelly, I 
trust," said Lord William, " by letting us hear 
only that one song." 

" Thank you," replied Pamela quietly, and she 
rose up ; " it is really too late to-night. We are 
summoned to prayers." 

** To what !" said Frederic ; and then he stood 
staring with astonishment after Toogood, who had 
thrown open the folding doors, and affer announc- 
ing that it was ten o'clock (our time for evening 
prayers) had retreated into the ante-room. 

" What new-fangled notion is this ?" said Fre- 
deric in a loud whisper, turning to uncle Pere- 
grine. " Are you the chaplain ?" 

/^* I trust so for to-night," said my father, who 
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had heard my brother's words : *^ our usual chap- 
Jain is not with as." 

" Oh no, liot me," said my uncle ; " the head 
of the household is the proper person, or his eldest 
son," looking to me and bowing, with a slightly 
supercilious smile. 

My father turned to me without noticing him, 
and said : " Horace, you will be our chaplain to- 
night. You h^d better remain where you are, 
young gentlemen," he added, addressing Frederic 
and his companions, " or perhaps you would like 
to go to bed. Frederic, you can show these young 
gentlemen their rooms ; they are the two cham- 
bers adjoining your own." 

When we returned to the drawing-room, they 
had left it. " And this is what we have been long 
accustomed to call pleasure," I said to myself, as 
I sat alooe in my quiet chamber that night, my 
head filled with anxiety about that only and much- 
loved brother. " This is already the effect of inter- 
course with the world ! How short a time it takes to 
change an ingenuous, manly boy, into an affected 
fop. How soon he has learnt to sneer with the 
scorners and to drink with the drunken. But is 
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my onoe warm-hearted Frederic thus changed? 
Has he lost that kindness of heart which appeared, 
^nay, which was, I am sure, so genuine, — that 
frank and natural manner ? I cannot believe it, 
and I will not judge him ; and yet, how is it that 
I grieve over him ? A little time ago, bis follies 
and his sin (for sin it is) would have afforded me 
but matter for amusement. I should have said, 
all this is inevitable. My brother is only like other 
young men of his age ; this affectation is absurd ; 
this intemperance makes him talk nonsense ; but 
the evil will cure itself. As he grows older, he 
will get wiser ; in the meantime my father will 
have some heavy bills to pay for him, and his own 
constitution will suffer, I fear, from the natural 
consequences of a dissipated course ; but when he 
has sown his wild oats, he will settle down, as 
others have done before him, into a steady and 
respectable member of society." But the time was 
past when I could have satisfied myself with such 
reasoning. I could only feel, " this poor dear boy 
is my own and only brother : he has set out on the 
Prodigal's journey. If he has not already reached 
the far country, he is on the borders of it. I shall 
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msutely be more cold-hearted than the elder brother 
in. the parable if I do not seek to bring him back : 
but is he likely to consent to come back ? Will 
he not be brought to the famine and the husks be- 
fore he comes to himself, and desires, and resolves 
to return? If it should not be till then, even 
then I would welcome him as even the Father 
welcomed the return of his penitent child. I am 
sure I could not act the elder brother's part to him 
at any time« But will he ever return if we make 
no exertion to win him back ? Many set out on 
the Prodigal's journey, but very few ever come 
back." I opened my Bible, and sought the place 
where it is written of Andrew : " He first findeth 
his own brother Simon, and saith unto him, We 
have found theMessias, which is, being interpreted, 
the Christ. And he brought him to Jesus." I 
had before thought of my Frederic in connexion 
with this passage of Holy Scripture ; but now I 
pondered over the words till my tears dropped fast 
over the sacred page : ray heart was full of what I 
had read. '* There is one way, — the first, and per- 
haps after all the best way,'' — I said to myself, " by 
which I may bring my brother to Jesus, and that 
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is by prayer;" and I thought of some remarks 
which my dear friend Mr. Wynne had made to me 
but a day or two before : " If ye shall ask any- 
thing in prayer, believing, ye shall receive." 

The prayer I offered was not only, I trust, the 
prayer of my head, but of a humble unquestion- 
ing faith in that divine promise. A sweet and 
refreshing spirit of hope stole into my heart as I 
rose up from my knees. The next morning at an 
early hour I was at my brother's bedside, He was 
still asleep ; and I stood and gazed upon his be- 
loved countenance as he lay there in a disturbed 
slumber. His cheek was pale, and his eyelids 
heavy, and his fine dark hair disordered ; and 
every now and then he raised his hand, which lay 
on the coverlid, with the restless movement of one 
ill of a fever. He muttered some almost inaudi- 
ble words more than once with his pale parched 

« 

lips, and as he did so, his brow contracted with a 
frown. He said something of "not caring," and 
I distinguished my own name ; but then he 
smiled, and fell into a more sound and quiet 
slumber. 

A pang shot through my heart as I looked 
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down upon my sleeping brother. He had been a 
delicate child from his birth, and we had felt much 
anxiety about his health, till he began to grow 
oat of his boyhood, aodhis constitution to become 
settled, as we had hoped, into new strength. 
*' But he will never be able," I said to myself, *^ to 
bear up against a life of intemperance and dissi- 
pation. His former ailments will soon return, and 
ho will sink into an early grave. As for his state 
this morning, it cannot be 'entirely the effect of 
the wine which he drank yesterday, — my father's 
good wine too ! That wine would not have caused 
all this disorder of the system, — no, the scene of 
last evening is, I fear, one of frequent, if not 
daily, occurrence." I placed ray hand in his ; it 
was dry and feverish. He started at the touch, 

and awoke. 

^'Ha, Horace, is it you?" he said : "I was 
dreaming about you." 

He held out his hand to me, and grasped mine 
with hearty affection. 

** You are hot and feverish, my Frederic," I 
said. 

" Am I ? " he replied, raising my hand and 
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presaing it to his furehead ; ^^ feel here. I have a 
tremeodous head-ache. How cool and pleasant 
yooi dear old hand feek I Keep it there ; it does 
me good to feel it, and to see your face with, your 
old affectionate look. Yon were always the kind- 
est brother to me. I was dreaming that I had 
done something to displease you ; and that you 
had chidden me severely ; and that I had been 
giving way to one of my old boyish fits of passion ; 
and that theii you looked grave, as you used to 
do when I was a child ; and that X came to you, 
and begged you to forgive me, and hung about 
your neck, and coaxed you, as in old times, and 
told you how very sorry I was ; and that then you 
smiled upon me ; and now I wake and find you 
standing by 11*0. You do not smile — you look 
very sad ; and yet I neyer saw more affection in 
your dear face than now. What is the matter ? 
Is my father ill ? What are you thinking about ? " 
" Nothing is the matter, Hy father is quite 
well. I met him with bis hat on as I came to 
your chamber, setting out for his morning walk. 
But I am sad, for I have been watching your 
troubled sleep, and thinking about yourself, my 
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Prederio. You are not well ; and I can see too 
plainly the cause : you have begun a life ruinous 
alike to your bodily health, and to your soul." 

Frederic looked grave, and even angry, at my 
plain-speaking. 

/'I am not a boy, Horace," he added, and he 
stopped. 

"And you don't like to be lectured," I contin- 
ucd ; " was that what you were going to say ? " 

"Yes," he replied, "and I won't stand it,— 
no, not even from you, Horace : and I would bear 
more from you than any other man, except my 
father." 

He looked at me steadfastly for a few mo- 
ments ; but though he saw that I was very grave, 
he saw nothing but the deep affection which I felt, 
in my face, and then his own anger passed away, 
and with a smile and a very different tone, — a 
tone of playfulness, — ^he said : 

" No, no, I won't stand it — and yet I will. 
Say what you like, lecture me as you will, (for I 
deserve a lecture,) and I shall only love you bet- 
ter. No one ever loved a brother, Horace, as I 

love you." 
6* 



130 THE ABTGEIiS' SONG. 

My heart began to revive as he spoke thus : I 
felt that my influenoe still continued ; that there 
was still some of the old ground to work upon 
with him. 

^' I qpme not to lecture, but to counsel ; and 
perhaps entreat," I said : and sitting down beside 
him on the bed, and clasping his hand in mine : 
**I want you to give me your confidence, Fred- 
eric ; to tell me, as you always did when a child, 
all that you feel to be wrong in your way of liv- 
ing ; to speak to me without a single reserve as 
to yourself, nay, to own to me more than you 
have perhaps yet owned even to yourself ; and I 
promise you not even to look grave : but no, I 
cannot say that. I may look grave, but I will 
not look displeased. I will tell you just what I 
think ; but you shall feel as I do so ; ^ oh^ I can 
bear anything from him, for hia^ heart is full- of 
love for me.' You are not a child now, Frederic, 
though you will be always as my child to me. 
You must reason and decide and act for yourself 
as a man, and we shall speak as man to man ; 
but, at the same time, as friend to friend. I shall 
not argue with you, though I may try what the 
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influence of my affection C;n do in persuading. 
You will, however, do as you please, after hearing 
all that I may say to you, I have made one dis- 
covery lately — a. great discovery : that while we 
mav and must use all our influence with those 
we love, a far higher power than that of any man's 
is needed to turn the mind, and win over the will, 
to make us do as we please, when we do right." 

*' What power do you speak of, Horace ? " 

"The power of Gcxl ! " I replied. 

At that moment the door of the room was 
thrown open, and Lord William entered. He was 
dressed. He started when he saw me, and stared 
as he bowed with a cool and distant manner ; 
then turning from me, as if not even noticing that 
I was present, he said : 

" We were to have been off early this morn- 
ing ; and how is this, Somerville, I find you still 
in bed ? Remember, if you are to call at Good-* 
wood to-day, we have no time to lose." 

** I shall be ready in no time," said Frederic \ 
his manner changing with the entrance of his 
titled friend. " What a bore it is not to be ready 
for you. But I must beg you both," he addedj 
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'^ to leave the room, and allow rae to get up. Hor- 
ace, will yoa be kind enough to ring the bell 
before you go ? A glass of spring water will take 
away this " (and he used a profane term that I do 
not repeat) '^ headache." 

'' I shall order coffee for yoii directly/' I said, 
" if you must go before our breakfast hour.'' 

^<Do, by all means," replied Frederic; ^'for 
we shall not stop for a regular breakfast : and good- 
bye, if I do not see you again : and, I say, Horace, 
you can tell my father that I have taken Harry 
with me. I will send him back before night. I 
find he talks of leaving, and Lord William wants 
a groom, and thinks of taking him. We shall 
want him," he added, turning to his companion, 
" shall we not ?" 

'^ Of course," said the other, with an impertnr* 
bable coolness. 

As I left the room, my thoughts still occupied 
with my brother, my heart again sank. " I see 
how it is," I said to myself. " My poor Frederic, 
amiable as he is, and well disposed, has no charac- 
ter or strength of mind ; he can be led by anyone ; 
and what two leaders have now got hold of him. 
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He is miserably weak ; and his future life will 
greatly depend upon those whose hands he falls into. 
He can be led ; but, as I also find, he cannot be 
driven. Ah, who shall lead him aright? what 
hope is there among such a set of companion3 as he 
now seems to have, if these two silly coxcombs are 
specimens ? Who shall tead, and who shall turn 
him ? Wh^t hope can I have !" and then my 
thoughts recurred to Him who hears and answers 
prayer. <' He may open a way unseen by us at 
presept; and He can make the weakest strong; 
and in , that heavt where He plants strength of 
principle. He plants also the desire, and He gives 
the will, and the power, to be led by any one 
but Him." 



CHAPTER yill. 

* If they wiU cart the xtdr% of ftlse reproaches on you, take no 
notice, but go oo your w&y ; it will dry, and easily rub oS." — 

Leiqhton.. 

I FOUND, on going to the stables before break* 
fast, that Frederic and his companions had not 
only talcen Harry with them, but AQteJope It 
seems there had been a ]>lan, which they had ar- 
ranged with Harry the day before, but of which I 
had heard nothing, that he should ride Antelope 
over to Chichester that morning ; but when they 
subsequently met, a new plan was started by Mr. 
Beardmore. He proposed rather a mad scheme, 
but one which was attempted, that Harry should 
ride my brother's horse, and that he should drive 
his horse and Antelope in a tandem. A gig was 
needed for this ; and Frederic ran up to my uncle 
Oliver's room, and asked his leave to take his gig, 
which was seldom moved from the coach-house — a 
permission which he easily obtained. I heard from 
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Frederic afterwards^ the account of an adventure 
which nearly led to a frightful accident, and one 
by which he and Mr. Beard more were nearly losing 
their lives ; and probably would have done so, but 
for the courage and manly self-possession of one 
whom they had insulted and despised. Antelope 
had ,been placed as leader in the tandem, and 
seemed at first gentle and tractable ; the other 
horse having been in harness before, they got on 
very well for a short time ; so that after having 
proceeded a few hundred yards, both Mr. Beard- 
more and Frederic congratulated themselves upon 
the ease with which they were able to^ manage 
their horses, and began to relax in the care and 
caution they had first observed. Their attention 
was, in fact, partly attracted by the appearance of 
Hugh Wynne, whom they saw walking by the 
road-side, in the sa^ne direction as that in which 
they were going. At the sound of their carriage- 
wheels, he turned his head, and on seeing them, 
turned aside to walk in another direction. He 
had not gone many yards, however, before he re- 
turned to the road, and putting a book which he 
had been reading into his pocket, continued to 
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wmlk forwmrd by the rosd-sido till they overtook 
him. As tliey came np to him, Mr. Beardraore 
said to my brother : 

** I say, •Somerville, here ia the queer chap who 
would not drink yesterday. It will be rare fan to 
roast him. Come, yon are the man to begin." 
Then taming to Lord William^ he said : '^ We're 
going to roast a green-horn." 

I give no more of the slang of that young gen- 
tleman. His proposal, and his language, however, 
were responded to by a loud laugh, in which the 
groom Harry joined, with his usual familiarity. 
Frederic was the first to address the young man 
with a mock gravity : " I am glad to see you are 
fond of walking." And seeing the eyes of Hugh 
fixed on Antelope, he added, almost in the same 
breath : " for I have been compelled to take away 
your favorite horse — my horses" 

But here Mr. Beardmore interrupted. 

" You, I have no doubt, are equally fond of 
reading : some good book, I trust. May we know 
the title?" 

" If you wish it," said Hugh, looking him full 
in the face : '^ the best of books, the Bible." 
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^^ Well) oome, tell us then whether it woald 
not be as well to keep your Bible-reading for your 
own room ?" This was said in a very smooth, 
tK>ft voioe. ^* I mean no offence ; but is it not a 
little — ^a very little — ^like setting oneself up for 
bbing better than others, making a kind of display 
— to be reading your Bible ?" 

Hugh calmly and earnestly replied : ^* I do not 
like display of any kind ; but religious display I 
dislike as mueh as you can do ; therefore when I 
found I was not alone in my usual morning walk, 
I put my Bible in my pocket. I do not read it, I 
trust, to be seen of men, but for my own good." 

'* Ashamed of the thing, eh ?" said Lord Wil- 
liam, with a cold, cutting laugh. 

" Certainly not," replied Hugh, with a gentle 
gravity, and a strong manly voice, which for some 
minutes silenced the flippant and insolent ques- 
tioner. " Certainly not ;" and he took out his 
Bible, and opening it, walked away, with his eyes 
fixed upon its pages. But Mr. Beardmore, it seems, 
was not to be silenced. 

"A word with you, my fine fellow, before you 
walk off in that grand style : just let me ask you 
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one question, — does your Bible teach you to be 
insolent to your betters V^ 

Hugh's face became crimson^ and his eyes 
flashed, — it was but for a moment. He recovered 
his calm and geptle self-possession, and with a 
voice clear and distinct, bat no longer louJ, ha 
said — his fine countenance lightening up with an 
expression of peculiar sweetness — " I will gladly 
tell you what this book does teach me,-— it is this : 
^ Be pitiful, be courteous ; not rendering evil for 
evil, or railing for railing, but contrariwise, bless- 
ing.' Do not" he said with a good-tempered 
smile, "ask me anymore questions, unless you 
wish me to find my answers from this book-" He 
stood looking them full in the face ; not, however, 
with a challenging look, but with one which agreed 
with his words. " Do you wish to say anything 
more to me ?" 

During the last part of his conversation, Mr. 
Beard more had reined in the horses, and stood as 
still as he could manage to keep them ; but he 
now drove off, saying : ^^ The fellow is half a fool, 
I think. Don't you think so, Somerville ?" 

"I really do not," said Frederic, whose better 
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feelings had begun to prevail. " I like the fellow ; 
I like his spirit ; and I like his good temper. 
Take my advice, Beard more ; never measure 
swords with him again, or you will get the worst 
in tile argument, as you have just now done.'' 

He had scarcely finished speaking, when Lord 
Williani rode up close to the opposite side of Mr. 
Beard more, and said in a provokingly cool, dry 
manner : " You have sent away your victim as 
raw a subject as ever, eh, Beardmore ? and you 
have got the roasting yourself." 

Mr. Beardmore became angry, and began to 
vent his wrath by swearing at the horses. 

" As for that beast of yours, Somerville," he 
said, " he is but a tame sort of a brute after all : 
he has no action — no spirit. I will try, however, 
if I can't put a little into him ;" and with that, 
swinging his whip with a wide circuit, he gave 
Antelope so forcible a lash, that the startled ani- 
mal sprang up into the air, and then dashed for- 
ward at his full speed. Mr. Beardmore was an 
excellent whip — one of the few accomplishments 
which he possessed— and with great dexterity and 
coolness he succeeded in pulling up the two horses ; 
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not, however, without rnach difficulty. He was 
the better enabled to do this by their having started 
off at the foot of the steep hill which leads to that 
part of the park where the road turns off towards 
the East«lodge. 

<* Really, Beardmore, you are mad," said Fre- 
deric, ^' to risk your own neck as well as mine by 
such impatience with a young horse that has never 
been in harness before." 

" "Well, I believe I was wrong," said his com- 
panion, ''and I own the horse was not tx) blaine ; 
but that young scoundrel's insolence, and then 
your bantering, and Willium Turner's, put me in 
a rage. — Softly, my little boy, softly," he added, 
speaking to Antelope : there now, how steadily 
and pleasantly he steps ; he is as quiet as a lamb. 
Only keep the reins straight, and yourself coolj 
and you may manage any horse." 

They had now ascended the hill, and come to 
the place where the road turns off almost at a right 
angle to the east, in the direction of Chichester. 
Antelope stepped forward, as Frederic said, at a 
beautiful pace, and Mr. Beardmore began again 
to praise himself for his skill in driving, when sud- 
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denly a stag, which had been reposing tinder the 
shade of one of the oaks near which they were 
passing, started up, and boanded across the road 
close to the horses. Poor A.ntelope, notwithstand- 
ing Mr. Beardmore's protestations to the contrary, 
had by no means recovered himself, a^d now set 
off at even a swifter pace than before. They had 
not gone far when the reins broke, and all control 
Was lo^. 

" Only sit still for a momeiit," said Beardmore 
With admirable coolness, " till I can telbWilliam 
Turner and Harry not to ride after us, as I find 
they are doing, and then follow my example, if we 
have time for doing so : crawl over the back of the 
gig, and hold on steadily as you drop yourself to 
the ground, otherwise it is all over with both of 
us. Only be cool, my dear fellow." 

There was no time, however, to attempt carry- 
ing his proposal into effect ; the terrified horses 
had dashed off, and had come to another turning, 
where the road wound round the side of a steep 
hill. The steep descent, which was thick set 
with trees, was right in front ; and down this de- 
scent, and into the midst of the trees, the horses 
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plunged. One of the wheels came in contact with 
the stem of a fir tree, which, though not of large 
growth, was suffiaiently strong to check >ts rapid 
motion ; hut the stem gave way^ and the horses 
were again starting off, when their progress was 
suddenly arrested by the strong, firm hand of a 
young man, who had bounded forward with amaz- 
ing speed when he saw their danger. It was no 
other than Hugh Wynne, who, after having quitted 
them, had crossed the park by a footpatb,-which 
brought him to the foot of the hill by a short out, 
scarcely a quarter the distance bf the circuitous 
road. His strength and calmness astonished them 
all, and he succeeded in stopping the horses,-^ 
how, I could never make out, — till Harry, who had 
left his horse with Lord William, and who cer- 
tainly at that time was not wanting in readiness 
and self-possession, came to their assistance. Mr. 
Beardmore, however, had been dragged out of the 
gig by one of the projecting branches of a neigh- 
boring tree, which had caught in his coat ; and he 
hung dangling about a foot or two from the 
ground, unable to extricate himself, and cutting a 
very pitiable figure. He was not injured, how- 
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ever. No one received any hurt with the excep- 
tion of Hugh Wynne, whose right wrist was ter- 
ribly strained, and whose forehead was struck by 
falling on a sharp 9tone, just as Harry had man- 
aged to cut the traces, and to set the terrified 
horses at liberty. But he rose up immediately, 
and finding that Frederic was already safe, his first 
act was to hasten to the assistance of Mr. Beard- 
more. 

Hugh Wynne had not made his appearance 
when we met at prayers, and hreakfast was over 
before We heard what had become of him. Mr. 
Wynne was still confined to his room ; and I begged 
Pamela to say nothing to her father of his son's ab- 
sence till I had made some inquiry after him. I 
went out into the park, and there I met him ; and 
at a short distance behind him, Harry leading An- 
telope, whahad received some severe injuries, but 
none from which he was not likely to recover. 
Hugh was pale, but calm and cheerful : his heart 
seemed filled with thankfulness for the marvellons 
escape of the party. He said little of his own part 
in the adventure. A handkerchief was bound 
round his head, and the cut in his forehead was 
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bleeding profusely ; but he made light of his ofwn 
hurt, though he soon after begged to take my arm : 
if he had not done so, he would have £BiIlen to the 
ground from a sudden- faintness. We were not 
long in reaching the house, when I sent off for the 
doctor, and in the meantime brought aunt Mar- 
garet to his assistance, who was skilled in healing 
cuts and bruises, and who gave him a cordial, and 
waithed his forehead, and put on a plaster, and 
bound up his wrist, which was much swelled, and 
very painful. I went up to his father as soon as I 
saw he had been well attended to and was able to 
give him a true report. 

The next day I received a letter from Frederic. 
He had been obliged to go on to Chichester after 
the accident, and was unable ixy come over to West- 
hall again for a few days, being detained by duty. 
His letter told us that Hugh Wynne had saved his 
life ; and it was filled with praises of his deliverer, 
as he called him, and of high admiration of the 
noble and courageous youth. I was sitting with 
Mr. Wynne when the letter was brought to me, 
and he said ; *< My dear boy has, at least, learnt 
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one part of the Aj^I'b Smtg*— ^ G-oochrill towards 
inen*' " 

A fortnight passed away before Frederic came 
to as. He qame alone; and in answer to some 
qtiestion of aunt Margaret's about the two 
yomig men he had before broaght with him, he 
said that a coolness had arisen between them and 
him, and that they were ciyil to one another, bnt 
no more. He baid another friend, one who had 
lately joined the regiment ; just the fellow to please 
you and Mr. Wynne, Horace," he added : '< they 
call him a Methodist, but he is the finest fellow I 
ei^er saw. FaiJier," he suid, turning suddenly 
round, '' I want you and aunt Margaret to go and 
call upon Lady Fraser as soon as you can." 

" But who is Lady Fraser ?" said aunt Marga* 
ret, '^ and where does she live ? Is she the wife 
of your new friend ?" 

^' Wife ! aunt Margai'et," he exclaimed laugh- 
ing; "why he i^ my age, only a month or two 
older ; and what would he do with a wife ! No, 
Lady Fraser is his mother,— poor enough, I believe 
though a real gentlewoman. She has taken a 
small house in the outskirtis of the city, and on 
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oar side of Chichester, and Fraser has got leave to 
live out of barracks with his mother and lister. 
His father knew you, father, and aunt Margaret, 
a long while ago ; and Lady Eraser told me thai 
he used to speak of you in high terms^ as one of 
the friends of his younger days, whom he most 
valued." 

" Where did he reside ?^ said my father. 

'^ 0, at the family place sooftewhere down in 
Scotland, — Rostyre, or some such name." 

'< It must be my old friend Colin Eraser," said 
my father. '< I knew him intimately ; and I now 
remember hearing that he had succeeded to his 
ekler brother in the title and the place. Colin 
Eraser was in the Forty-second. His brother, I 
believe, had outrun his fortune, and the place was 
to be put out to nurse." 

" Yes," replied Frederic ; " Lady Eraser has 
never been able to reside there. But the estate is 
coming round ; and in ten years they hope the 
property will be free." 

** Margaret," said my father, "take care to 
order the carriage early to-morrow morning, and 
you and I and Horace will* drive over, and call 
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upon my old friend's widow. I am glad you have 
made such friends, Frederic ; for if Colin Eraser's 
wife is only half as good as himself, she must be 
one of the best of women." 

"Hike her amazingly," said Frederic, " though 
she is as religions, I snspeot, as Mr. Wynne ; and 
her daughter is a eharming girl." 

*' We must have them here," said my father, 
** and your friend Fraser with them, to pass the 
Christmas. I would leave no attention unpaid to 
Colin Fraser's widow,^ — the more so now she is 
poor." 



CHAPTEE II. 

* Glory to God iii' tlia higVwi; mA on eaith polMe^good inll 
towards men." 

CHRISTMAS oame, and witb it th» Prasers. 
If we had been pleaeed witk them duri&g a 
short iBorniiig call^ we fomid thate more iatua&te 
acquaintance only confirmed the favorable im' 
pression we had received. Sach characters as 
those of Lady Fraser and Mr. Wynne are rare at 
iHh times ; but were scarcely ever met with in 
those days. I do not mean that many persons are 
not to be found who are sincerely religious ; but a 
narrow mind, a sectarian spirit, some personal 
peculiarity, are too often found in religious cha- 
racters, which the world have a right to complain 
of in many whose really excellent qualities it is 
impossible for the world to appreciate. The light 
of a holy and a renewed life, even in the loveliest 
disciples of Christ, is always a treasure in an 
earthen vessel ; and in no instance but in one was 
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iMt eftrthen Tessel faultless. Where the stisidaid 
is high, all meir naturally kxA for a correspondiiig 
practice, and every inconsistency is soratinized 
and condemned. And those whose standard is 
low, and whose practice is more consistent, very 
naturally, but very wrongly, pride themselves 
upon their superiority to the high and inconsistent 
professor. In doing this, they condemn them- 
selves, and the world to which they belong ; for 
it is surely a reproach and ^a disgrace to any one 
who bears the pame of a Chrisliftn, — the only 
meaning of which is, a . follower of Christ,— to 
take credit to himself for setting aside that high 
standard, those holy doctrines, those godly pria«r 
ciples, and that separation from the world, which 
his Divine Master expressly teaches. There can 
be but one opinion as to the vileness of a hypo-' 
crite's character ; but there is an outrageous 
audacity, however lightly many persons may 
regard the offence, an insult offered in the very 
face of heaven, by those who profess to be " will- 
ingly ignorant" of what that profession involves, 
who say to themselves with much complacency, 
'' I thank God I am no hypocrite ; no on6 can 
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aooose ine of too much religion^'' Oh, how com- 
mon is thb class of persons ! How many there 
are who virtually set aside the Bible, and deny the 
Lord that bought them! What a convincing 
proof is this, that it is now as it was at the birth 
of our Divine Redeemer, A multitude of the 
angels of heaven sang their glad sweet songs in 
celebration of that glorious event ; but few, alas ! 
how few, were then found, or have ever since 
been found, to welopQie His advent into this 
wretched world. Well has the prophet said, not 
" He i£«w," but " He w, despised and rejected of 
men." 

It was not so, for the first time, that Christ- 
mas at my father's house. A new spirit pervaded 
the household. It seemed to me as if we were 
preparing to celebrate the birth of our blessed 
Lord for the first time. There was no looking 
forward to the revellings^ and I might say, riotings, 
of former years ; for my father, like the open- 
hearted old knight in Westmoreland, of whom 
Mr. Wynne has spoken in the account which ha 
gave me of his early days in the ministry, had 
held much the same notions as to the proper 
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way of keeping Christmas; and had made the 
sacred holy-day a mere season of unthinking 
merry-making and eifoessive festivity. If a com- 
pany of sun- worshippers were celebrating the rise 
of their idol deity with their eyes shut, and the 
question were asked them, " What mean ye by 
Ums service?" and if their reply had becBi " It is 
thus we rejoice in his light," we should deem 
their festival an unmeaning service. And what 
are Christians about, but holding as unmeaning a 
festival, who celebrate a Christmas without 
Christ? , Surely, if there is one occasion more 
than another on "which we should say to. our 
felldw-Christiaris : " "Whether, ye eat, of drink, or 
whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory of G-pd;" 
" do all in the name of the Lord Jesus, giving 
thanks to God and the Father bj Him." It is 
the Christmas season. That season may well be 
the happiest, gayest season of the year, a holiday 
when the various and scattered members of a 
loving family come from far and near to meet 
together ; and well may a large-hearted hospita- 
lity be exercised towards rich and poor at a time 
of the year when the days are cold and dark and 
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oheerless without, and when warmth and light 
and cheerful company are doubly pleasant within 
doors ; but though the especial plea for such 
enjoyment is the coming of Christ, and the 
season takes its name from Him, He, Himself, is 
too often on saoh occasions as. an excluded guest ; 
and were His blessed name to be brought prom* 
inently forward, at the very festival which k 
held to honor faim, the mention of that name 
would oome like a cloud to darken tbd brightness 
of their joy. Yet this is tdo commonly tfa^ 
Christmas which Christians keep. Oodliness is 
associated with gloom: therefore the ungodly 
world provides the feast, and assembles the 
guests; and that sacred name, which is above 
every name, is brought fi»rward as the plea, and 
attached as the title of a festival, which has no- 
thing of Christ about it but His nam«, and in 
which He has no part but as. in mockery. " The 
harp, and the viol, the tabret, and pipe, and wine, 
are in their feasts^" saith the Lord of Hosts ; 
" but they regard not the work of the Lord, 
neither consider the operation of His hands.'^^ 

'Isaiah, ▼. 12. 
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The constant^ndeavor of tho great enemy of 
man, is to persuade his dupes that enjoyment is 
to be found apart from G-od ; and that the mirth 
of sinners, and of those who forgot G-od, is really 
productive of happiness. 

The wise man's testimony — and he spoke from 
his own dear-bought arid sad experience-^is very 
different : " I said in my heart, I will prove thee 
with mirth, therefore enjoy pleasure ;" and he 
adds : " whatsoever mine eyes desired, I kept not 
from them— I withheld not my heart from joy 5" 
but his conclusion is : " All was vanity and vex- 
ation of spirit, and there was no profit under the 
sun.*' 

A large party were assembled to spend the 

Christmas at Westhall. The Praters came almost 

a week before Christmas day, and Frederic came 

with them. The Wyndhams were also with us. 

My uncle Peregrine joined our dinner party on 

the day itself, and remained during the rest of the 

week ; and if he did not share our enjoyment, he 

had at least the opportunity of seeing that those 

around him had discovered the secret of true 

happiness. My dear father had now acquired 
7* 
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fiofficient experienoe of the natare of true religioQ} 
to feel that he had been mistaken in saying that it 
afforded him no happiness. He was beginning to 
taste the refreshment of those crystal springs 
which flow forth from him who said , " If any 
man thirst, let him come unto me and drink." 
He had drunk of that '^ living water," and it was 
'' in him a well of water springing up into ever* 
lasting life." 

Mr. Wynne and I were standing tc^ether before 
the wide fire-place in the hall, enjoying the warmth 
of the huge logs, which were half consumed by 
the glowing fire, when my father joined us. Our 
evening worship was just over, and the rest of the 
party had returned to the drawing-room. It was 
Christmas Eve, and we were conversing tc^ether 
on the great event of that joyful season. My 
father had been struck with the hymn which had 
been sung at the commencement of our family 
devotions. It was one that had not long been 
published, and had been introduced to our notice 
by Lady Fraser. 

** Now let U9 join with hearts and tongues, 
Aod emofakte the angeU' moqc^ ; 
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Tea» sinners may address their King, 
In songs tbat angels cannot sing. 

They praise the Lamb, who once was slain. 
But we can add a higher strain : 
Not only say, He suffered tlius, 
But that He suffered all for us 1 

Our n^ct of Jdn, our brother now, 
Is He to whom the angels bow ; 
They join with us to praise His name^ 
But toe the nearest int^est daim. 

Yet ah, how £eunt our praises rise ! 
Sure 'tis the wonder of the skies, 
That we who share His richest lore, 
So eold and unconcerned should prove. 

Oh, glorious hour, it comes with speed I 
Wl^en we, from an and darkness freed. 
Shall see the Gtod who died for man, ' 
And praise Him more than angels can.** 

" I am no poet," said my father, " and cannot 
judge whether there is much poetry or not in the 
hymn that was sung this evening ; but there was 
something about it that spoke to my heart ; and 
I was thinking, my dear sir, while those words 
were sung, with what different feelings I had list- 
ened to the sweet voioe of your daughter on the 
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evening of your arrival among us. Then I thouglit 
more of the voice than of the words ; and though 
to-night her voice seemed aweeter and clearer 
than ever, as it rose like the song of the nightin- 
gale high above all the other voices, I was think- 
ing more of the words than of the voice. Trae 
it is, that ' we who share His richest love, are yet 
cold and unconcerned ' ; but I now grieve to feel 
this coldness ; then I Was fsn more cold and un- 
concerned, but did not grieve. I grieve over my 
coldness of heart — I trust I may never cease to do 
so ; but lam isure you will rejoice to hear, that I 
am beginning to feel the bap{rines8 of my new 
life. I have taken yonr advice," he continued, 
with a quiet gravity, but with the simplicity of a 
child ; '* I have not been seeking happiness, but 
Christ ; and the more I know of His love, the 
more I rejoice in it, the more happy I am. Yes, 
I am happy ; 1 believe that He has died for me ; 
that J am forgiven, and accepted in Him ! I am 
old and grey-headed ; but I can now say, not only 
with the aged Jacob, * I have waited for Thy sal- 
vation, Lord ' ; but with the good old Simeon, 
'Lord, now lettest thou Thy servant depart in 
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peaces for mine eyes have seen Thy salvation,' " 
He took Mr. Wynne's hand in both of his, and 
said with deep emotion : '^ I shall not only thank 
Groi so long as I remain on earth, for having 
brought you to my house, but I trust I shall do so 
to all eternity ; for under Him, I Owe to you my 
own soul, and the souls also, I truly believe, of 
many in this house. Use the opportunity, ray 
good friend, while you have it ; the present sea- 
son, I trust, may be blest in the highest sense to 
all of us. I already begin to see some change 
even in my poor thoughtless Frederic, for which 
I have also to thank those worthy people the Fra- 
sers. The young man is just the kind of eompan- 
ion to have the best effect upon him. He is a fine- 
spirited fellow, as cheerful as day^ligbt, and as 
firm as a rock ; and the gentleness and sweetness 
of the mother and daughter impart a wonderful 
charm to their religion." 

" Should we not rather say,'^ replied Mr. Wynne, 
'^ that the gentleness and sweetness you speak of 
are the^enuine fruit of their religion ? Mrs. Fra- 
ser is one of the most lovely Christian characters 
I have ever met wMii ; and it jwy be plainly 
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seen, that her prayersi and {nreeepts, and example, 
have been remarkably blessed of God in her 
children." 



" A mierry Christmas to you, Horace !" said 
my uncle Oliver to me. He was the first to meet 
me on the morning of Christmas Day, and I was 
the first down that morning. " A merry Christ- 
mas to you both !" said my father. Mr. Wynne 
was the next after my father, and he met us with 
the same greeting : " A merry Christmas to you." 

There was a discussion at breakfast on the 
word merry. " Is merry exactly the right word," 
I said to Mr. Wynne, " Might .we not say of it, 
as of the word gay, 

* ■" That honor has been long 



The boast of mere pretenders to the name ?' " 

" Not exactly," he replied. *^ The word merry 
in Holy Scripture has a double application. For 
instance : * A merry heart doeth good like a medi- 
cine ;' * A merry heart maketh a cheerful counte- 
nance ;' * He that is of a merry heart, bath a con- 
tinual feast.' There can be no doubt of the 
application of thd word in thd^ places by the wise 
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man, to the joy fulness of those \srhose rejoicing was 
of the right kind,r-^it was tlie rejoicing of believ- 
ers, to whom the apostle says : " Is any naerry, 
let him sing psalnf)s, songs of rejoicing to God, 
such as the angels sung at the birth of our Blessed 
Redeemer.' Such was the rejoicing also of the 
father in the most afiectingof our Lord's parables, 
when he said : ^ Let us eat, and be merry ; for this 
my son was dead, and is alive again i he w^s lost, 
and is found.' But the word has another applica* 
tion. When the Philistines had put out the eyes 
of Sampson, and when the lords of the Philistines 
had gathered themselves together to offer a great 
sacrifice unto Dagon, their god, their hearts, we 
are toldj were merry^ and they said : * Call for 
Sampson,, that he may make us sport.' Cruel and 
savage was the sport they made over the sufferings 
of that once mighty man of valor, and wicked was 
their merriment. Again,—' Soul, take thine ease ; 
eat, drink, and be merry,' said one who lived* in 
self-indu]gence, and in an entire forgetfulness of 
God J and whose soul was summoned suddenly and 
unprepared into the presence of God from the 
midst of all his earthly enjoyments. ' All such 
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Kjoioing is evil.' Alas! the word has its two 
applioations at this blessed season. There are 
many to whom a merry Christmas is bat another 
name for a season of heathen re veilings. Like the 
rich fool above mentioned, they rejoice in the 
'abundance of G-od's gifts in a reckless forgetfulness 
of the gracious Giver ; and were Christ to appear 
among them in the midst of their Christmas Qier- 
riment, the language of their hearts would be ; 
* What have we to with The6, Jesus, Thou Son of 
Gtod most high ? Let us alone.' " 

" We have to thank you, my dear sir," said ray 
father, as he rose from the breakfast-table, " for 
your promise of preaching our sermon for us to- 
day. I may say with a godly soldier of old: 
*We are all here present before G-od, to hear all 
things that are commanded thee of G-od ;' and I 
pray that God Almighty will give His blessing to 
yoyr instruetion. I wish Peregrine could be pre- 
sent, instead of going to his own church to starve 
his flock. I want you, my friend," he continued, 
drawing Mr. Wynne on one side, " to recommend 
me some good plain sermons of the xight kindt 
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wbieh I tniglit put iato bis hfljtids. I i^eald take 
oare that he sdioald preach them. Indeed, I kjDow 
he woald be thankful for them. From what Su* 
san and the colonel tell me, he sets before them^a 
strange medley of right and wrong ; and, alas ! 
his best sermons are of an old dry school; indeed, 
all are full of sach fine words, that Susan says they 
are quite unintelUgible to. the poor ; which, after 
all, is of little consequence, for few of them go 
to hear him. By the by," he added, " poor Mr. 
Stone's discourses are but a shade better, as I have 
only lately found out ; and I think I shall do well 
to provide a volume of sermons for him also. He 
will overwhelm me with thanks for so doing." 

Though it was winter, Westhall never looked 
more beautiful in my eyes than at that Christmas 
season ; perhaps it was owing to the state of my 
own inward feelings, as the poet, sings,-^ 

** When all within is peace, 
How nature seems to smile f "^ ' 

But the weather was delightful, and the place cer- 
tainly appeared to great advantage. England is 
the climate for evei^eens; and thoiagh they do 
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aborind thonghoat the oonntry, I have often won- 
dered that they are not more cultivated. Some 
houses are to be found with scarcely an evergreen 
about them, with the exception of a few low 
shrubs, instead of presenting on every side umbra- 
geous thickets of perpetual greenness during the 
dreary winter months, and walks sheltered from 
the cutting winds by close walls of evergreens. 
My forefathers had planted evergreen trees and 
shrubs quickly on every side, and in every variety, 
from the cedars of Lebanon, with its dark and 
massive foliage, to the box-tree, with its lively and 
vivid green. The hanging woods, which clothe 
the sides of ther lofty hills that shelter the house, 
are partly covered with deciduous trees, yet, form- 
ing as they do broad masses in dark relief against 
the sky, they are still grand and beautiful when 
their leaves have fallen, being tinted, as all masses 
of leafless branches are, with some prevailing and 
peculiar hue, either a rich brown or a deep pur- 
ple, so making a fine back-ground to the fresh and 
lovely evergreens. "Westhall happily escaped the 
mania which prevailed for a time in this country, 
when so many mis-called improvements were made 
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in the parks and grounds of some of onr fine old 
coantry mansions. The long straight walks, bor- 
dered on either side by clipped evergreens ; the 
formal flower beds ; the terraces with their steps, 
and balustrades of stone ; the old bowling-green, 
encircled with its alnK)st solid wall of yew and 
privet ; even tha quaint statues of two most un- 
warlike warriors of the reign of Charles II, with 
their high-heeled buckled shoes, flowing periwigs, 
and drawn swords, were still permitted to stand ; 
though a successive generation of wrens have built 
their nests among, the folds of the embroidered 
neck-scarf of one of the said gentleman, and the 
sword of the other has been long broken off nearly 
to the hilt. 

We had fine open weather during the greater 
part of that winter. The sky was blue and seldom 
clouded ; the air clear and bracing ; yet we had 
no severe frosts, and though the snow fell heavily 
during one or two d^^ys, it did not lie long upon 
the ground, but gave a spring-like greenness to the 
lawns. On our southern side of the South downs, 
many of the more tender evergreen stand unshel- 
tered during the winter ; and 4i^uig that season 
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even the glossy leaves of the myrtle shone brtg^htty 
in the sunshine for a few hours during most of the 
days. Christmas Day was perhaps the brightest 
and the pleasantest day (I am eure it seemed so 
to me) of that whole winter, and Mr. Wynne 
was enabled to aeeompany ns to the cottages of 
many of the tenants. My father had taken care 
to send round to every cottage in the neighbor- 
hood more than his usual Christmas bounties. 
Instead of assembling his poorer neighbors, as he 
had formerly done, to a feast' at ihe hall, he had 
given a large supply of Christmas^ fare to every 
family, that they might be enabled to enjoy tiiem- 
selves at their own homes with their wives and 
children. And good aunt Margaret had been as 
liberal in her presents of blanftei^ and warm cloth- 
ing to every household. We were rejoiced to find 
the village church crowded with poor people in 
their Sunday garments, and their happy, healthy 
looks ; and the profusion of holly, and mistletoe, 
and ivy, with which the whole interior of the build- 
ing was decked out, gave, as it ought to do, the 
appearance of a festival day. That was not want- 
ing which could alone give intelligence to the 
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iButptt^ 'wbiek the place pireaented,*— the earneat 
voice of a faithfai and affeciaoniite preacher of 
Qod's word, publishing the glad tidings of the ad- 
Teat of osr Bleased Lord, declaring, on th^author* 
Ity of His, Word, that having reconciled u»to Him- 
self, by Jeens Christ, he had given to usi the min- 
istry of reeoQoiliation ; and praying them in Christ's 
stead, to be reconciled to G-od. His text was the 
"Angels' Song ;'' and he entreated all that were 
present, to come t6 the feet of their Blessed Lord, 
aod there, praying for the Holy Spirit, to learn how 
to give glory to Grod in the highest ^ to spread peace 
on earth, and to show good will toward men. He 
reminded them that the way to keep Christmas was 
not only to rejoice that Christ had come into the 
world, — a world^ alas ! which had not received 
Him, — bat to examine themselves whether He 
had been yet received and welcomed into their 
own hearts, and had made those hearts, by His 
presence, temples of the living Gdd. That man 
might well be in heaviness, he said ; and conld 
not possibly enter into the right spirit of Christmas 
rejoicing, at the door of whose heart Christ stood 
and fottnd it closed against Him, pleaded thereto 



166 THE ANGELS' SOK0. 

be admitted, bat pleaded in vain. The tender ear- 
nestness of his manner, the sweetness of his voice, 
the affection breathing in every look and every 
tone, the simple argument of his sermon, and the 
plain Bible-English in which his beautiful ideas 
were clothed, made every word that he «po1ce a9 
easy of comprehension as it was impressive. To 
bring Christ before us, as being to the whole spirit- 
ual world what the sun is to the whole natural 
world, was the one object of that .touching but 
powerful address,^^Ghri8t as the brightness of the 
^lory of G-od, and the day-spring of lights and the 
fountair of joy to His people. And he bade us 
remember, that even as light can only flow forth 
from the sun, so, in like manner, joy can only flow 

forth from Christ. 

'^ He that winneth souls is wise," said my 

father solemnly. We had been walking in an 

unbroken silence for some little time after leaving 

the church, and those few quiet words were evi- 

dently the expression of the thoughts that had 

been working in his mind after the sermon we 

had just heard. They were responded to by Lady 

Fraser^ in another passage of Scripture, as evi^ 
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dently the impression left by the preacher on her 
mind : " Being affectionately desirous of you, we 
were willing to have imparted unto you, not the 
gospel of Grod only, but also our own souls." 

" What think you of the truths we have been 
hearing ? " I said to my sister, who with her hus- 
band then overtook us. 

" Dear Horace,'' she replied ^ " while I listened 
to the scriptures that were brought forward, and 
felt convinced in my conscience of the truth of 
every word, one thought was continually present 
with me, that if ever any one needed to offer up 
the blind man's prayer, ' Lord, that I might receive 
my sight,' it was myself, That Christ is the 
source of all true joy, I am well convinced ; but 
to tell this to me, was as speaking of light to a 
blind man." 

" But du you remember," said her husband, 
" the closing words of the sermon ? * We know 
that the Son of God is come, and hath given us 
an understanding, that we may know Him that 
is true.' " 

*' Thank you, thank you," she cried, "for 
reminding the of those words. My treacherous 
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xoAfoaoiry had already allowed them to eseape. 
Thank yoa; for with the reoolleotioa of them, 
oomea also the iBJanction which followed, whea 
He bade us pray earnestly, and pray withoat 
ceasing^ for the Holy Spirit, whose o&ce it is to 
anoint and open oar eyes, to convey to the under- 
standing the Redeemer's words, and to enable us 
to understand them." 



There was truly such peace and joy in our old 
family mansion as we had never known before ; 
and my dear father's countenance was perhaps 
the brightest of any. His looks were no longer 
sad and thoughtful. He who giveth peace,, not 
as the world giveth^ had gradually brought that 
gracious gift, the fruit of faith, into his heart. 
There is no way to this peace, indeed, but one — 
reconcilement to God through His blessed Son ; 
and by. faith we are enabled to receive Him, and 
to become reconciled to G-od, in Him. 

" The persuasion of this," says Leighton^ 
" alone makes the mind clear and serene, like your 
fairest summer days. Even outward distress to a 
mind thuaat peace, is but as the rattling of the 
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hail upon ihe tiles to him that sits within the 
house at a sumptuous feast. A few hours of 
worldly feasting will weary the epicure, but a 
conscience at peace is a continual &ast, with con- 
tinual unwearied delight." , 

Not only in Mr.' Wynne's sermon,-?-alas, we 
had tut one in the day at that time,-'— but on every 
opportunity, the advent of our glorious Redeemer 
was prominently brought forward, or referred to, 
by him, in 90 delightful a tnann^r, that whenever 
I have since thought upon that time, I have felt 
how truly those beautiful words of the apostle 
applied to him, where he speaks of the '^ sons of 
God, not only as blameless and harmless, abd 
without rebuke," but as ^^ shining as tights in the 
world," light bearers of the word of life, so did 
he seem to rejoice, not only as anticipating the 
day of Christ*s second advent, but as recalling 
and realizing also the happiness of those shep^ 
herds to whom the announcement of His first 
coming Was so graciously made known. He was 
like one of them ; for the object of his discourse 
with us was the same as theirs, when they said 

one to another ; " Let us go now even unto Beth- 
Q 
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lehemi and see this thing which is come to pasa, 
which the Lord hath made known unto us." 

*^ It was thus,^' he said, ^^ that the children of 
God should speak one to another, and encourage 
and incite one another, to look more diligently and 
closely into the things of Grod ; and seeing how 
His glory shines forth in its brightest eiTuIgence 
from the circumstances of earthly poverty and 
base things of the world, and things that are des* 
pised, our faith will be confirmed, and a fuller 
assurance of h(^e and nsore glorious joy will be 
surely vouchsafed to us. We shall be like the 
shepherds when they returned from Bethlehem ; 
we shall glorify and praise Grod for all the things 
that we have heard and seen, as it was told unto 
us. We may learn," he continued, '*not only 
from the angels, but from the shepherds." And 
we felt, as we heard him speak, that we had one 
among us who combined the two offices ; and who, 
while his messagor was truly an angel's message 
to our souls, was in himself as humble as those 
lowly shepherds. 

Though we had no second sermon in the 
church, our evening worship on that day in a 
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great measure supplied ihe want of it. We sung 
together to the praise and glory of God ; we 
prayed together for a deeper sense of His uof- 
speakable mercy and love ; we confessed together 
how unworthy we were of the least of all His 
mercies ; and we sat in silence together, listening 
to that portion of His word which His meek and 
holy minister set before us, and made, as he read, 
comments and applications, so touchingly beauti- 
ful, so peculiarly spiritual, and with such scrip- 
tural simplicity, that what he said commended 
itself not only to our consciences, but to the warm- 
est feelings of our hearts. 

After prayers were over, and when many of 
our party had retired to their own rooms, my sis- 
ter Busan and Ij who had. been conversing together, 
went into the library for a book I had been speak- 
ing to her about ; it was a volume of Leighton's 
works, which I had been reading. It was not 
there ; and I recollected, after having spent some 
time in looking for it, that I had left it in the 
justice-room. To our surprise, we found that 
uncle Peregrine and Mr. Stone had established 
themselves there, before a blazing fire. 
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*' Yon are making yourselves very comfortable 
herci'' said Susan, as the two gentlemen rose from 
their seats ; ^' and you are quite right to make 
room for me, for I shall be gtad to warm myself 
after standing about in that cold library/' They 
were waiting, as we soon after found, for various 
bottles of wine and spirits, and a jug of boiling 
water, which Toogood had been ordered to bring 
in by my undo. I do not mean to say, however, 
by this, that they were either of them of intem- 
perate habits. Mr. Stone was, as usual, loqua- 
cious, and turning to unele Peregrine, he began 
to praise the exposition which Kr. Wynne had 
been giving that evening. 

" It was very good, exceedingly good, Mr. Per- 
egrine ; you agree with me, my dear sir, that the 
observations we were favored with, were extremely 
happy, very appdsite." 

When uncle Peregrine had overcome a yawn, 
he replied, abruptly : 

" Yes ; good, very good ! but I tell you what, 
Stone, one may have too mach of a good thing. 
I began to get like Harry, the groom, who sat just 
opposite me, very sleepy. Poor Harry ! he will 
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get fiiudihdr leotuYO; I aaspeot, from good dd Teh 
ters, for I saw her eyes fixed on him. Mr. Wynne 
is a good kind of man, I dare say, an4 very much 
of the gentleman ; I like him well enough, but I 
must say I am not up to him ; and as for all these 
hew ways at the hall, my bfother does, of ooorse, 
as he pleases ; and he is pleased with them, very 
mu(^ pleased, I allow ; but for my part, I do not 
understond them— ^they are novelties, and strange 
ones ! " 

" Very larue, very true," said the obsequious 
Mr. Stone, " they are very good ; but I agree with 
you, they are novelties;" 

" We did very well aa we were, Stone, eh ! 
don^t you thi^k so ? Who was more respected in 
the county than my brother, and my father and 
gi:andfath6r before him ? But there is such a 
thing as being righteous over much. You and I 
know that, Stone ; and of all these novelties, 
however good they may be, I would only ask — 
Will they last ? " - 

" So say I, Mr. Peregrine," replied Mr. Stone, 
" they are very good, but will they last ? " 

*' There is a fashion in everything," continaed 
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nnole Peregrine ; " and religion is now in fashion, 
it Beems, at Westhall." 

" Uncle Peregrine, iincle Peregrine," said my 
sister, " don't go on, or you will make me lose my 
temper, as you have already made me lose all 
patience. I really am ashamed of you. Before 
we find fault with wbat is good, we ought to be 
prepared to substitute something that is better* 
And will you and Mr. Stx)ne tell us a better way 
of spending Christmas than the old, right. Chris- 
tian way, though you may terin it a new way — 
a novelty — which my father has introduced for 
the first time this winter. There is, at least, some 
meaning and consistency in what you call the 
new way, — some agreement, I should say, — with 
the meaning of the holy festival itself, to take the 
lowest view ; and that is more than can be said of 
the way in which we used to keep our Christmas. 
What was it before, but one revel of ungodly 
merry-making ? Such a scene, indeed, that if He 
in whose honor we profess to hold it had made His 
appearance among us, we should either have 
wished for His departure, or blushed with shame 
at His presence. Is not this the plain truth? 
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Was it a Christian holy-day, or was it not ? Yoa 
say that you are Hot up to these new ways. Alas ! 
I confess to you, that neither am I. I could not, 
and I did not, etijoy the day as I ought to have 
done. My heart is yet unchanged ; but my eon- 
science approved all that took place, and reproached 
me with my coldness and insensibility. But I am 
happy to think that my old wrong notions have 
been unsettled and disturbed; and though I did 
not feel much relish for the right \?ay of spending 
Christmas, I could not, I am sure, find pleasure 
any longer in our old ways. If I have not y^t 
found happiness in the new and better way, I 
hope the time will come to me, as it has already 
to my dear father, when I shall be able to find 
enjoyment in these paths of pleasantness and 
peace. There are no others, uncle Peregrine, de- 
pend upon it. Worthy of the name ; and though 
both you and I are late learners, let us both remem- 
ber, that it is never too late to learn. . There, — I 
have finished my lecture, and have now only to 
beg pardon for my presumption ; but you and I 
have always been more like brother and sister, 
than uncle and niece. You know how much I 
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love you ; and thoagh you have almost made me 
lose my temper, do not lose yoars, bat tell me you 
are not angry with me, — ^you are not, are you ? " 

His head had been turned away, but she was 
a great favorite ; and when she stooped down, as 
she stood beside his chair, for she had already 
risen to leave the room^ and when she kissed his 
cheek, and said again: '^You are not angry? 
Answer me that question before I go, for I hear 
old Toogood's step approaching" — ^he turned with 
a good-humored smile, and said : 

'^ Well, then, I ani^ not angry ; and if any onie 
would ever convince me, that I am mistaken in 
my ways, it will not be Mr. Wynne, though he is 
a good man, I allow; no, nor will it be my bro* 
ther, whom I respect more than any man in the 
world ; but it will be you, my darling Susan. Ah, 
you know your power," he added, looking after 
her, as we quitted the room ; and he: called aloud ; 
^* what has made you so silent, Mr. Horace ? f or I 
dare say you had a lecture on the tip of your 
tongue as well as your sister." 

I made no reply ; but as the door stood open 
while Toogood entered with his salver of bottles 
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and glasses, I could scarcely help smiling, 'when I 
heard the obsequious Mr. Stone beginning a high 
eulogium on the charming playfulness and the 
winning sweetness of Mrs. Wyndhaoi. 
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CHAPTER 1. 

TIm niglit is come tor the parting; 

And those whom we love must go ; 
And the blinding tears are starting, 

Whethcar we will or no. 

Why this distrustful sadness t 

For after this gloom J night, 
Cometh (he morning's gladness, 

With its sunny, golden light — MS. 

r 

THE winter passed on profitably and pleasantly. 
I do not say that, like the Christmas week, it 
was a holiday season to ns. It was indeed to our 
souls what winter is to the year, a time when the 
tree is gathering strength at the root, though nei- 
ther leaves nor blossoms nor fruit have appeared to 
adorn its branches. It was a season of solemn 
thought and deep seatchings of heart. We were 
beginning to understand that true happiness has 
nothing of a thoughtless character about it, and 
that light is thus sown for the righteous, and joy- 



THE ANGELS' BONG. 179 

ful gladness fnr such as are true-hearted. Religion, 
as a vital principle, was beginning to take deep 
root in many of our hearts: this I have since had 
good reason to know by the fruit that afterwards 
appeared. The dignity and grace which it im- 
parted to my father's character was very remarka- 
ble; and, as the head of his household, he was 
enabled to exert its influence in numberless ways. 
But with the clear sense of his grave responsibility 
before God, which was now continually present 
with him, his heart seemed to expand with more 
benevolence and loving-kindness towards all his 
family than it had before done. He was strict even 
to severity in his own self-discipline, but tender 
and compassionate to the errors and faults of 
others. He was an example to each of us ; and 
his gentle words carried with them a weight of 
authority which was acknowledged by all. He 
had no longer reason to complain of reserve in me ; 
I now made him my confidant on every subject, 
and consulted him on all Qccasions ; and whereas 
we had in former times loved one another, as it 
were, at a distance, our intercourse had now as- 
sumed the character of close and intimate affec* 
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tion. Mr. Wynne had early noticed the reserve I 
allade to, and plainly pointed it out to me as a 
fault which it was my duty to amend ; and it was 
greatly owing to bis faithful dealing with me that 
this delightful and unrestrained intercourse, sprung 
up between my father and myself. The influence 
which Mr. Wynne, almost unconsciously to him- 
self, obtained in our family — an influence which 
spread in every direction,'— was, I was going to 
say, extraordinary. But no, it was not sp ; for 
who can calculate the almost certain effect, pro- 
duced by the exhibition of Christian truth, in the 
daily walk of a heavenly-minded and consistent 
follower of the Lord Jesus Christ ? It is asserting 
no paradox to say^ also, that he was at once the 
gravest and most cheerful person I ever naet with. 
He had said much about the Angels' Song ; and it 
was well he had called our attention to the sub- 
ject ; but the keenest and most watchful observer 
of character would have beeri compelled tu own 
that his life was the living illustration of it ; and 
that he had so thoroughly imbibed the spirit of the 
fingelic strain, that it had become as a second na- 
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tare to him, evicIenciDg itself in the most natural 
manner |n his whole conversation. 

The winter was past ; the flowers appeared on 
the ^arth; the^ime of the singing of birds was 
come, and the voic^ of the turtle-dove was beard in 
our woods ; the trees began to put forth the leave? 
of tender green ; and the nightingale's return to 
our shores was made known to us by the notes of 
the unseen songster in the silent night. The dis- 
covery was made by Pamela one lovely evening at 
thp end of April. 

"We were sitting in the library on the evening 
of that day. We had had a delightful driv^ home 
through the Abbot's woodj where the road is one 
course of firm and level greensward, with the tall 
shafts of the old beech-trees bordering it on either 
side. A cutting east wind had been blowing 
sharply for the few last previous weeks, and indeed 
tip to the afternoon of that day, and Mr. Wynne 
had been a prisoner to the house.. He had been 
unable to accompany the rest of our party to spend 
the day with the Wyndhams at Norman Court. 
Pamela had staid at home with her father, and I 
had begged to remain with them. Having an- 
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nounced a delightfal change in the atmosphere, 
which had taken place jttst before we sat down to 
dinner, I proposed that as soon as the dessert was 
removed, I should drive my two companions to a 
spot they had never seen, the romantic village of 
B ^ I had ordered tea to be ready in the 

library on our return home ; and as there was a 
bright wood fire burning on the hearth, and the 
room was warm, we &at with the windows open, 
enjoying the balmy mildness of the air, and admir- 
ing the rich glow of a glorious sunset. The view 
from the windows of the library towards the west 
has been always much admired by me, though its 
features are few, and of a somewhat ^oitibre char- 
acter : ^ wooded hill on one side, and on the other 
ah abrupt and precipitous cliff of sandrook, and a 
little glade of the greenest grass winding in be- 
tween them, and losing itself to the eye in the dis- 
tance among the projecting sides of the two oppo- 
site hills. That portion of the sky which was seen 
through the stems of the trees seemed on fire : and' 
here and there a slant ray of dazzling splendor shot 
through the shade of the thick dark foliage of the 
pines which crown the summits of those hills. A 
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soft gloom succeeded to the sunset, in which the 
hills and woods seemed to be shrouded by a black 
dehrkness. I was about to close the window, when 
a whisper from-Pamela stopped me. 

" It must be ! " she said ; '' I cannot be mis- 
taken, though I have never heard the iiightingaie 
before." 

The nightingale had indeed returned to our 
woods, and was sitiging in the branches of the 
Catalpa tree, its usual resort, at the foot of the 
opposite hills; those soft clear notes of thrilling 
sweetness, came from the depth of that impene- 
trable gloom, filling the silent air with music. 

"It is indeed the nightingale, dear child," 
said Mr. Wynne : " pray let the window remain 
open. I am glad that you should at last hear her 
song." 

We sat listening \jo tne unseen bird till the 
return of the party from Norman Court. I said 
to myself, as I looked at Pamela, "She is listen- 
ing at last to a song as sweet as her own"^ — not 
that it was half so sweet to my ears. That even- 
ing was one I peculiarly note, because it was the 
day of Mr. Wynne's first visit to B— — . The 
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death of an old uncle of my mother's had put roe 
in possession of the Manor house, and' the estate 
attached to it there, about a year before. The 
villagers had become my tenants ; and I had lately 
learnt that I had a duty to petform to them, 
which I was anxious no longer ta neglect. I had 
been building a school-room, and a bouse attached 
to it, which had been just completed. Old Mr. 
Duncome, the rector of the parish, was then aUye, 
but in a feeble stat^, and unable to leave his 
house. Mr. Wynne proppsed owe calling on him, 
and we di^ so. I alone went up to the chamber 
of the poor old clergyman, whom I had known 
from my childhood. It was a piteous sight to see 
him as he then was, left alone in the world, en* 
feebled in body, and desolate in spirit; and I 
could not resist yielding to the feeling that came 
over me while I was with him. I told him of the 
friend who had accompanied me, and added that 
I thought he was just the person to comfort him. 
I succeeded in ray wish. I took Mr. Wynne up 
to the poor old man, and left them together. Dur- 
ing the few weeks that Mr. Wynne still remained 
with us, that visit was often repeated ; and the 



pocMT bid clei-gyman told me afterwards, that, under 
God, he owed the salvation of his soul to the pray« 
ers, and the gentle instruction-^^for iqstruction he 
owned it was, in things before unl^nown to him-*- 
which he bad received durkig those visits. The 
state of mind to which Mr. Dancome was brought, 
had a most beneficial effect upon his health. He 
was enabled to leave his room, and was spared 
long enough— for he lived two, years longer — to 
speak to his hitherto neglected and ignorant flock 
of those divine and delightful truths which had 
become so precious to his own soul, and to preach 
to theui Jesus Christ and Him crucified, even 
with his dying breath. The last words that he 
spoke were in his pulpit ; and he who had been a 
cumber-ground for so many years, was made at 
the last a burning and a shiu^ing light His par* 
ishioners, who had neglected and < despised him 
during th&greater part of his sojourn among them, 
followed him to the grave weeping, and praying, 
as many of them afterwards told me, that their 
last end might be like his. 

Mr. Wynne had been a faithful friend to me. 
He had given me much admirable advice ; but his 
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example had a still more powerful inflaence over 
me. I saw that he neglected no opportunity of 
doing good, and followed every ope&ing to useful- 
ness which presented itself. I felt the silent re- 
buke of such a life. My own existence had been 
trifled away in a dreamy and self-indulgent indo« 
lence. The best that could have been said of mu 
was that I had done no direct harm; but he had 
taught me both by his precepts and his example, 
that I had duties to fulfil in my new position^ ao* 
tive and delightful duties, which hitherto had been 
entirely overlooked by me. And the time had come 
in which I determined, by God's help, to live no 
longer to myself, but to brace my mind to a course 
of active usefulness. The spring, which now ra- 
pidly advanced, in whioli every animate and 
inanimate creature seemed to wake up to renewed 
life and energy, witnessed the same change in 
myself. I now clearly understood that every 
talent that God had committed to me. He had 
given that I might trade with it for Him, and be 
prepared for that day when He shall come and 
reckon with His servants. 



THE ANGELS* SONG. 187 



9 



Mr. Wynne had fixed the time of his departure 

« 

for Wales at the beginoing of May ; but, at my 
father's earnest request, it had been delayed for a 
few Weeks. It was with a feeling of mingled joy 
and sorrow that we regarded him on the last even- 
ing of his sojourn with us : — of joy, for we saw him 
I'estored to apparent health ; but of sorrow, because 
the time was come for as to part. The weather, 
too, was deliciously mild ; the orange trees had 
been moved out to theii^ summer locality ; and 
lovely as the grounds of Westhall appeared, even 
in winteTj with their rich masses of evergreen, they 
were now adorned with all the luxuriant beauty 
of early summer. The lilacs and syringas, and all 
the other flowering shrubs of the season, were in 
full bloom; and the air, was perfumed with the 
odors of the thousands of violets around. Our des- 
sert had been spread in the open air; and the 
place looked tnost inviting when those who had 
given a new enjoyment to its possessors were 
about to quit us. I see before me now the whole 
scene, not with the feelings with which I then 
vievved it; for I am ashamed to own, that I had 
allowed a too natural melancholy to steal over me ; 
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and many a pang shot through my heart as I 
yielded to my foreboding, that all that party would 
never meet again. I endeavored in vain, to dispel 
my sadnesa, to attain to the sweet spirit of peace 
which I saw expressed on the countenance of Mr. 
Wynne. How wrong I was to give way to a faith- 
less distru^ in the goodness of Him^ who has al- 
ways ordered everything not only for my eternal 
welfare, but even for my.happiness^ in this uncer- 
tain state, crowning my .whole life with mercies as 
undeserved as they have beeD^ richly bestowed! 
Hqw often on that very spot have we since €tssem- 
£led, enjoying the purest and sweetest happiness 
this life can afford. And while the tears have 
risen to my eyes in humble and adoring gratitude, 
I have at the same time inwardly^ smiled itt the 
folly of my gloomy forebodings ! On one of those 
occasions, my wife turned to me and said, with a 
smile of peculiar sweetness: "Dear Horace, for 
once, I insist on knowihg what you are thinking 
about?" And when I told her, her smile passed 
away, and the tears also filled her eyes, with the 
same adoring thankfulness, as she turned them 
alternately on every person who was present on 
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that evening previous to the Wynne's departure, 
and who were all again assembled there ; and 

• 

then plaoiiig in my arms the fair and smiling in* 
fant who had been reposing in her own, her smile 
returned as she added : ** There is one present now 
who was not with us then ; not one less, as your 
fears anticipated, but one more,-^another blessing, 
as I trust this darling child will prove, to both of 
us.'^ 

I return, however, to the night on which our 
first parting took place ; and when they who had 
oome not many months before, as strangers to our 
house, were about to leave it endeared as beloved 
friends to almost every individual of the family. 
Pamela sung to my father his favorite song, "The 
Bird of Passage ;'' bat it was an unfortunate selecr 
tion ; and when it concluded, a deep sigh was the 
only comment it received from him. 

I had occasion to go up to London about that 
time, and I arranged my journey so that I was ena- 
bled to take the Wynnes in our carriage so far on 
their way, knowing that I should thus lessen the 
fatigue of the long journey, and feeling that I should 
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be enabled to enjoy their company a little longer. 
My father at parting took Pamela in his arraa as * 
if she had been his own child, and kissed her, and 
told both her and her brother, that he should pray 
for blessings on their youthful heads. 

" May Grod's best blessings be with you," said 
Mr. Wynne, taking ray father by the hand, ^^ and 
with all your hou$ehold, for your kindness and 
love to me and mine. You have, indeed, exercised 
Christian hospitality in the noblest and most deli- 
cate manner, to those who, when they came among 
you, were unknown. M!ay the Ood of all grace 
reward you !" 

" I, may well reply," said my deat father, " in 
the language of that book which you have taught 
me to love: 'Be not forgetful to entertain strang- 
ers, for thereby some have entertained angels un- 
awares.' We have only done this, and we have 
been thus graciously rewarded." 

" And I may reply r" said Mr. Wynne, with 
deep emotion, " that * I was a stranger, and ye 
took me in ;' and I may add our Lord's assurance, 
that in doing so to one of the least of His brethren, 
He counts it as done unto Himself. His messen^ 



THE AN0BLS' SOlTO. 191 

ger, however weak and unworthy in himself he 
may be, bears the title of an angel of His church, 
if he delivers his Lord's message faithfully. But I 
leave you, though sorrowful, yet rejoiciilg, because 
that message has been gladly received, as it was 
gladly given." 

I remained in London some weeks, being de- . 
tained there by business ; and the day after my 
return to Westhall, the first symptoms of that ill- 
ness appeared, the severest I have ever known, and 
which soon brought me almost to the gates of 
death. How I had caught it, I never could dis- 
cover; but it was that Ipw and mysterious typhus 
which so often baffles the skill of the most eminent 
doctors, and which requires,, in every turn and 
change that it assumes, constant watchfulness and 
unremittiDg care. My beloved family witii fear- 
less affection braved all the risk of infection, and 
attended me continually ; and owing to the mercy 
of Grod, and under Him to the admirable precau- 
tions taken by our good doctor, no one caught the 
disease. My brother Frederic was my most at- 
tentive nurse. He administered all my medicines 
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to me ; and he did what was to me better than 
any medicine for the body, he read to me those 
portions of G-od's word which I most wished to 
hear, when my mind recovered from the delirium, 
which lasted several days. Many years passed 
away before any decided change toqk place in his 
character; bat he afterwards owned to me, that 
it was in my siok chamber, and when reading the 
Scriptures to me, and thus ministering comfort to 
my soul, he began first to think of the wants and 
value of his own. 

A sick bed is a thoughtful and a searchfhg time. 
It was so to me. I was then called upon to make 

the trial and the proof of those new and holy prin- 
ciples which I had embraced with ftiy whole heart ; 
and to judge, whether I had really done wisely 
and rightly in giving tap all my former opinions 
and many of my former ways, and casting in my 
lot /with the followers of Jesus Christ. Yes; and 
I was then enabled to ask myself, as before God, 
and with the prospect of eternity close at hand, 
whether the gospel of Christ could stand me in- 
stead of all else, and give me real comfort and an 
assured hope upon a sick or dying bed. I may tell 
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my reader, that it did so ; and I would have him 
lay these things to heart, and make use of time 
and opportunities while they are yet given. But 
while I found the sweetest encouragement and the 
strongest support from Him in whose arm of 
strength I alone trusted, that was also the season 
of deep searchings of heart as to my past life ; and 
as I lay upon my bed, weak and exhausted as a 
little child, and heard from time to time the toll- 
ing of the village death-bell at the funeral of one 
or other of our poorer neighbors, I could not help 
saying to myself: ^^ Perhaps the next time that 
bell may toll, it may be for me ; and what, till 
very lately, has my past life been ; what but one 
idle dream : and what have I myself been but a 
useless and unprofitable member of the Church of 
God — ^a dead branch of Christ the living vine ?" 
Praised and blessed for ever be the Lord (jrod, the 
Father of mercies, for His unspeakable goodness 
to me. I was permitted to rise from that bed of 
languishing sickness, and was enabled to say with 
one of old : ^^ The living, the living, he shall praise 
Thee, Lord, as I do this day : the Father to the 
children shall make known Thy truth. The Lord 
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was ready to save me, therefore we will ding my 

songs all the days of oar life." Yes, I was spared 

to raise my heart and voic^ to sing a far more glo- 

lioos song than that of Hezekiah's, — ^to sing not 

only with the king of God's favored people, but 

with the angels that surround His throne. 

"Tfou look pale and thin," said my father to 
me on the day when I came down from my cham- 
ber to join our domestic circle ; '^ and Dr. Euston 
has been telling me that he recommends change 
of air. What say you to making- a tour on the 
continent, as I did at ydur age ? I do not wish 
to part with you ; but your health is much im- 
paired ; and if it is to do you good, my Horace, I 
shall beg you to go." 

^' The doctor has been speaking to me on the 
same subject," I replied, " and I believe after he 
left you. I told him I had no wish to leave my 
own country ; and he is of opinion that a tour in 
some part of England, where the air is pure and 
l»racing, will be of as much service to me as a 
visit to the Continent." 

**Very good," said my father. After a pause 



THE ANGELS' SONG. 195 

of thought, he added, ^* I have a plan to propose, 
— a mountain tour in Wales, and a visit to our 
dear friends at Llanelwyn." 

I could not help smiling. " Dear father," I 
replied, ^< I will not he disingenuous. This is my 
own cherished plan, and I ought to hare said so 
at once, instead of talking of pure and bracing 
air, and thus leading your thoughts to Llanelwyn. 
But to speak sincerely, nothing will do me so 
much good both in body and mind as a visit to the 
Wynnes," 

Th^e was another thoughtful pause on both 
sides ; then my father drew my arm within his, 
and said : '' Come, let us walk ; the air will do 
you good, and we shall converse with less restraint, 
and without fear of interruption, in the wilder* 
ness : the gr^en walk is delightfully pleasant in 
this warm weather. You have not been there, 
my poor boy, since the leaves have come out in 
all their full luxuriance of shade. If vou are 
tired, we can rest on one of the benches there. 
Don't hurry yourself ; but let us lose no time in 
going, for if I am not mistaken, aunt Margaret 
and your two uncles are coming down the great 
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avenoe, and before they find yon downstairs^ I 
should wish to tell you what has been long pass* 
ing in my mind. You have led me to the subject, 
and I am glad of it. I wish to ask you a ques* 
tion before you determine tb set. off for Llanel^ 
wyn.'* 

I have not forgotten that conversation. I shall 
never forget it, nor the deep impression then made 
upon me by the noble and unworldly spirit of my 
excellent father. The most unreserved confidence 
existed between us,— and that conversation was 
to both of us a proof that it did so. I am an old 
man, now, and must not be garrulous. Would 
you wish to hear it, dear reader ?— yes : well, 
then, our opinions differ, — I say no^ I think it 
better to pass it over. 



On the following d^y I set out for Wales ; and 
as soon as I reached the mountain region, I left 
my conveyance, and continued my journey on foot, 
with my knapsack on my back. Passing through 
a charming succession of wild and beautiful seen* 
ery, I found myself one lovely summer evening 
ascending the mountain p^iss which leads to the 
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village of Llanelwyn. I was a little wearied, not 
so much from the exertion of walking, for my 
strength seeined daily to increase in that bracing 
atmosphere, but by a somewhat desolate feeling, 
fo^ I was quite al6ne« My path led me by the 
eourse of a mountain stream, which came tum- 
bling and foaming dqwn over its rocky bed ; and 
at the spot where it was crossed by a romantic 
bridge, the modest parsonage house, and the 
ehurcb spire, rising among the quiet hills, opened 
upon my view, and I saw before me the place 
whieh had been for so many years the abode of 
Mr. Wynne and his family. I stopped at that 
i^t and stood in silence for some minutes, gazing 
on the enchanting scene before me, and lifted up 
my heart in prayer that, if it pleased Crod, the 
object of my visit might find favor in His sight, 
and be blessed of Him. My short and heartfelt 
prayer was scarcely ended, when at a little dis- 
tance two figures suddenly appeared descending 
the hill, and approaching the spot where I stood. 
1 bounded forward with irrepressible delight to 
meet them. I could not be .mistaken. I was not 
likely to mistake any otiier persons for that father 
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and daughter. Their astonishment wa6 great at 
seeing me in glowing health, and in the garb of a 
pedestrian ; but the welcome which I received 
filled me with delight. I had written ta announce 
my coming, but owing to the uncertainties of 
cross-country post-offices, my letter did not arrive 
till two days after myself ; and by the same post 
came a letter from my father, enclosing one from 
Mr. Wynne, which had reached Westhali after my 
departure, and which contained a pressing invita- 
tion to Llanelwyn. How happy I was during my 
i^journ in that remote mountain village, where I 
was induced to prolong my stay to a longer period 
than I had anticipated on my arrival. I now saw 
the pastor of Christ's flock among his own people, 
and was enabled to judge of the eiTect of those 
doctrines and principles which he had taught for 
so many years, and to witness how graciously 
God had acknowledged his labors by the blessing 
which had rested upon them. I was indeed aston- 
ished to find the loveliest graces of the Christian 
character springing forth among a ^scattered popu- 
lation of poor laboring people, and imparting a 
gentleness and even a courteousness of spirit and 
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demeaned which we may often lodk for, in vain in 
those of far higher rank, who have possessed the 
advantages of education and knowledge. 

I do not dwell upon my visit to Wales, though 
it led to a result, as you well know, which had 
constituted almost the sweetest happiness I have 
knowa on earth. It has been blessed in every 
sense to me. l^hat gentle being, who has been so 
long endeared to us all, is now far more lovely in 
my eyes than when I sought her among her native 
mountains in all the fresh and youthful graces by 
which she was peculiarly adorned. I may truly 
address her in the words of my favorite poet, — 

* Thy silver locks, once auburn bright, 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light; 

For could I view nor them nor thee, 
What sight worth seeing could I see f 
The sun would rise in vain for me.** 



Christmas Eve is close at hand. In a few 
hours we shall meet, that the above pages may 
be read to the members of my beloved household. 
I shall look to some of you to take by turns the 
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ofiioe of reader. I am getting too old to read 
aloud for any length of time. I led you to sup- 
pose at the cummencement of these pages, that I 
should give you a more general acooont of the 
events of my past life ; but you will find that I 
have changed my mind ; and partly in aocordance 
with the saered season, and partly from still 
higher motives, I have dwelt chiefly upon that 
period in which my attention was first called to 
the Song of the Angels, at the glorious event 
which we celebrate at this season. It was then 
that those endeared individuals came as strangers 
to this house, whose sojourn was attended with a 
peculiar blessing, and whose lot has been since so 
closely interwoven with my own. G-Iad tidings 
were then brought to this household, and peace 
and blessedness have ever since dwelt among us. 
I wished to leave with you some faint record 
of those whom some of you have never seen ; 
who, though unknown in this world, beyond the 
sphere of private lifcj were known of Grod, and 
were enabled by His grace, in their appointed 
place, to give glory to- Him, adorning their high 
profession with the peaceful and lovely graces of a 
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renewed 8pitit. They were my fellow pilgrims 
on earth till they entered that heavenly country 
which they had sought. They had learnt, each 
one of them, to say with the apostle : " To me to 
live is Christ, and to die is gain." One among 
them had been truly sent as a herald of salvation, 
even as an angel of Grod to bring good tidings of 
great joy to my father's house : and the Lord bad 
opened many of our hearts to attend unto the 
things which were spoken of bim. From the time 
that he ceiuie to take chieirge of the parish of B , 
after Mr. Duncome's death, when I presented the 
living to him) he became to the surrounding neigh- 
borhood, — I should say especially to the clergy,— 
the same messenger of life and peace which he 
had been in the more confined sphere of my father's 
family. You all know how faithfully your uncie 
Hugh has followed in his father's coarse. I say 
no more on this subject, as he and your aunt Oli- 
via will, I hope, be both present with us when 
this is read. For the same reason I forbear to 
speak about some others equally dear to us all. 
I should expect to be taken to task with justice 
by my own dear brother, were I to fall into a fault 
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which I condemn in other^r, and to say aught 
about himself and his wife, and their relations 
the Frasers, which might appear like praise or 
flattery ; but as the patriarch and elder of the 
family, I do humbly bless Grod for the grace that 
He has bestowed upon them all, and I glorify Him 
in them. 

We may well bless and praise Grod. that so 
many of us are still together in His church be- 
low ; but I would not have you forget, that some 
of us are very near the end of their journey in 
the wilderness, awaiting daily their summons to 
His Church triumphant above. We shall meet 
to keep a merry Christmas together in our large 
family gathering, as our custom has long been— - 
in this house. But while we rejoice, as those 
only can rejoice, who have found Christ to be all 
and in all to them, with a joy unspeakable and 
full of glory, let no one forget that human life and 
earthly existence are at all times chequered with 
light and shade ; and that tears and smiles often 
succeed each other, as the sunbeams and showers 
of ah April day. You have had many advanta- 
ges, I may say to all the younger branches of my 
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&mily ; but I would again guard you, as I have 
oftea done, against too much reliance upon the 
privileges and means of grace you have enjoyed 
from your birth. I have early taught you 1o dis- 
tinguish the means of grace from grace itself; 
and to remember, that while my beloved Pamela 
and I have watched over you, to guard you from 
the influence of an evil world, and to surround 
you with everything that we thought most con- 
ducive to your spiritual edification, the Lord God 
alone is the giver of grace, and without the in- 
crease and the blessing from Him, the i^eed is 
sown and watered in vain, and the most careful 
training is of no avail. I have dreaded nothing 
so much as that any of you should come forth 
from the midst of your religious privileges to cause 
the way of truth to be evil spoken of, by aught 
that savors of hypocrisy or formality. I hardly 
like to touch upon this subject, for I have long 
learnt not to distrust God. I believe that where 
parents are as diligent in prayer as they strive to 
be careful in the instruction they impart, and tha 
example which they set, endeavoring in all ways 
to put honor upon God, that God will put honor 
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upon them, and bless the means of grace which 
they have used. 

You will find an illastration of the truth of 
this in what I have said of the early years of Pa- 
mela and Hugh Wynne. I have purposely dwelt 
in detail on one or two circumstances whiph oc- 
curred when they first came to Westhall, and 
when principle to God was put to the test, and 
the eifects of a godly training were seen. I might 
have given many more. They had been brought 
up in the nurture and admonition of the Lord ; 
and we can all bear witness, even in their old age, 
that God has kept them in the way in which they 
had been so carefully trained. 

You see, I speak gravely and solemnly, for 
much of my time is now spent in quiet and seri- 
ous meditation. The Word of God is my chief 
delight. I have long been tired of all other books ; 
and, like that sweet and celebrated poet, whose 
graceful tomb you have often admired in our 
neighboring city of Chichester, — ^^I have, like him 
in his last days, cast aside all gther books. He 
who reads much in that volume,* learns to under- 
stand more of the true character of happiness 
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than uny othev man, and knows that happiness is 
not only a solid, but a thoughtfal thing. He will 
be at once the most serious and the most cheerful 
of men. 

May QtoA bless you all, and enable you to fulfil 
your liigh calling, to give glory to Him in the high- 
est, to walk in the ways of paace, seeking and 
sprQadiqg peace on every side, lovely and loving 
one another, — endeavoring, in a word, to live the 
lives of those who prolong the chorus of the An- 
gels' Song on earth, and so tune their hearts and 
voices for that glorious land, where they will be 
made like unto the angels of God in heaven, and 
join the countless tiirong of those who sing that 
new song which we are toM no man can learn but 
the redeemed, whose voices shall be heard in that 
blessed place as the voice of harpers harping with 
their harps ! But who can speak of the glories of 
that state, which eye hath not seen nor ear heard, 
neither have entered into the heart of man to con- 
ceive. It is enough to know, that there the ser- 
vants of the Lord shall serve Him, and shall see 
His face, and shall be for ever with the Lord ! 

He laid down his pen, and sat half lost in quiet 
9* 
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mosingB, wbeo his attention was soddenly arrested 
to sounds of. peouliar sweetness, — tjie singing of 
yoang sweet voices withoat. 

Glory io the highest beayen, 
To the Lord our Qod be given I 
For the gift, all gifts excelling. 

Jesitt Ohrist, the new-bom child ; 
Bom lor U8» and living, dying, 
For the dead in darkness lying ; 
In a ii^orld polluted dwelling, 

Holy, harmless, nndefiled. 

Christmas oomos with joyful greetings 
Blazing hearths, and festive meethigs, 
Christmas comes to-night, to-morrow, 

Chnstmas-CTe, and Ofaristnu^day. 
Minsti^ at the portal ringing, 
Bells from all the churches ringing, 
Bid the care-wora chase their sorrow ; 

And the heavy heart bc gay. 

Christmas comes ; but ask the reason, 
Why you hail the sacred season ! 
Why you link your mirth and gladness, 

With the Saviour's holy name t 
If to Christ all honor giving, 
Are you to his glory living ? 
Otherwise your mirth is madness,— 

Ton have put the Lord to shame I 
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Come Thon teiusher of the lowly, 
"Wean our hearts from joys unholy ; 
' Lore to Thee, the spirit raises 

Far above the careless throng. 
Musing on the wondrous story 
Of thy mingled shame and glory. 
Tune our hearts to sing Thy praises. 

With the angels' hearenly song. 



L'ENVOY. 



I HAVE been asked to write a book for Christ* 
mas. This short volume will show rather what I 
wished to do, than what I have done. I wished 
to describe the effect of the ooming of a godly min* 
ister of Christ into an amiable, but ungodly family, 
and the letotm introduced by his influence in the 
way of keeping Christmas. It is sad to think of 
the mistake into which many well-meaning people 
have fallen on the subject of Christmas merriment. 
Surely, when Christians rejoice, and keep holyday, 
they should remember the words of the Apostle, to 
which our attention is especially called by our 
Church in the epistle appointed for the Sunday 
next before Christmas Day : 

^^ Rejoice in the Lord alway, and again I say 
rejoice. Let your moderation be known unto all 
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men. The Lord is at hand."* The Angels' Song 
may well suggest to all the spirit in which the dis- 
ciples of our blessed Lord should celebrate the sa- 
cred season of His coming down to earth. We 
should let it be deen, that the great object of our 
lives at all times, but still more particularly at 
Christmas, is to give glory to God in the highest 
— ^to spread peace on earth, and ix) show good- will 
towards men. 
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STANFORD &SWORDB 

publish the following interesting and jnstly popular works 
of the Rev. Charles B. Tayler : 



RECORDS OF A GOOD MAN'S LIFE. 

12mo. 75 cts. 
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Although this, work has been the pioneer of the series of Mr. 
Tayler's works which they have reprinted, still its popularity con- 
tinues undiminished. The publishers are about to issue a new edi- 
tion, uniform with the series of the author's works inrhich they issue. 
The following notice appeared in the Banner of the Cross. 

" This is, indeed, a ^golden book' — one that cannot be read with- 
out as much profit as pleasure by all who feel interest in the life of 
a good country parson. The narrative exhibits the character of a 
man who was distinguished, not for talent or learning, but for being 
in earnest, and heartily endeavoring to live up to his Christian pro- 
fession — with whom baptism was not a form, but the commencement 
of a life of Christian faith.'' 
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LADY MARY. 




l%mo. 75 ets, 

" In Ltdjr Marr we are prenented nith th« portrtiture of k Chri»- 
tiui matron of rank, who, being tn the world, U not of Uie world. 
Thera ii nothing of the heroine in her composition, as the term is 
oommonly applied — no eltLbornted displays of ' impracticable perfec- 
tion.' Equally devoid of un-scriptural enthusiasm on the one hand, 
and anfi-scriptural formality on the other, she win* souls by the 

' Jyof ktrlife. "• " 

Id aod yotuig." 



SCENES IN A CLERGYMAN'S LIFE, 

BY THE 

REV. CHARLES B. TATLEtt, 

AUTHOR or " LAOT MARY," ETC. 

One vol. 12mo. 75 els. 

^^Tiii deeply intorerting volume oommends itself to tha raader, ■ 

™»n the pen of me who i« indeed "» master in Israel." Lessoi 
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of gnai value ua taught in its pages ; lenom of eiperiBnco vhich 
often fall to tbe lot of the clergy, bat few record them m he haa 
done. It forma ft valuable addition to the familjr or pariah libnuy. 




THE PEARL. 

One vol, 12oio. 76 cts. 



Those who have read " Lad^ Mary," and the " Records of a 
Good Man's Life,'' will be aniious to peruse thia Tolnme. It is one 
of thoBC gems of religious fiction which teach truth and holinen in 
a manner ealonlated lo i.Stct both the hUiA Kal\i£«. 
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MARK WILTON; 




HHE BQtRCHANT'S QI^EBJL. 

One vol. 12mo. 75 cts. 

"An excellent book to plaoa in the hands of young men, Mr. 
Tftyler is a good writer and a fine preacher. Devoted to the servioe 
of his Master, ho Btrivea hoth by his pen and ton^e to guard the 
unwary, instruct the ignorant, direct the doubtful, reclaim the wan- 
derer, and guide the steps of all into the paths of peace. This vol- 
ume teaches the importance of reeistiog sin, by showing the difficul- 
tisB and sorrows which a compliance with its temptations involves.— 
Epiacopat Recorder. 

' Thig Tolume, in the deep interest which its penisal exoiteg, i» 
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not inferior to the author's ^ Records of a Grood Man's Life,' wb 
as every reader knows, is awarding to it very high praise. The 
tares of individuals and families are so life-like, the various shi 
of character so finely and accurately drawn, that the reader's at 
tion is riveted from first to last. The narrative is autohiographi 
f^d is written with such an air of candor, and interspersed 'vt'itli 
flections so natural to the incidents, that it is really difficult to di 
%^ one's self of the impression that it is truth and not fiction. In 

f respect we think * Mark Wilton ' is even superior to the author's 

mer productions — ^the fourfold phase of character exhibited in 
narrative is preserved with astonishing fidelity and clearness. T. 
are exemplified in the character of a family of high worldly integi 
of anpUier, whose whole domestic discipline is regulated by the 
vated precepts of Christian principle ; of a young man, a fel 
I clerk of Wilton's, remarkable for his decision and firmness of Gl 

I tian character ; and of Mark Wilton, easily seduced from vir 

? l|U2king strength to resist temptation and vicious influences, often \ 

, dering far from rectitude, yet again impulsive for good when arre 
in his downward path. The subordinate characters serve to n 
apparent these distinctions. We would that the book were oaref 
read by all for whom it is especially designed-^he clerks in a g 
city, — New-York Commercial Advertiser, 






THANKFULNESS, 

A N A R R ATI VE, 

COMPRISING PASSAGES FRO Xf THE DIARY OF TH 

REV. ALLEN TEMPLE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF '^LADY MARY," ETC. 

One vol. 75 cts. 

Truly a golden book, in no wise inferior to the ^* Records 
Grood Man's Life," and similar to it in many respects. The re 
cannot fail to be both edified and interested by its perusal. 
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THE AXGELff SONG, 



0« rV. 1-2 n.^. T5rf^. 

Eme;>a; •»! »j~:r«^ »» i^ p»*r>>«j T«iuiB» rf Mr, T»yl*r 
•r*- liji or cjiv »ui ^ for'-fr^. :; !>e;n; moirv <:<>nt»lic iu hi 
tftmiia. tai IB !»■ latti^ai* waii-b Eomi its rii*nB and aursriinit. 
I( u moH l»r»a;;:j.!s «tii:>?!I. •ol tiir narnuTr «■ fajoili bislo-y 
one Itut eaniiM fail u> raa^e a tlfcp irapft««iOD upMi lln rradi-r. 
'' Tb« Adzfu' Soo*" it peculiarly oiicd lo cheer aail animate tlia 
Cbrutiao ; tnd hippT- ihnoF happy the man who can tTBly «>;. " [ 
h*re at laH leamt - The Angels' Song.' '' 

''''" ''''twing Mtiea of tlie mHc ii takaa fran the ComBwrctoJ 
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quite a prolifio writer, and in his more recent publicationB haa cer- 
tainly not faU«n below his earlier efforts. Since young persona, — 
nor they alone,-— will read works of fiction, it is occasion of lively 
congratulation that so pure a well of imaginative writing is opened 
for them as Mr. Tayler's numerous works. We have ourselves read 
the whole of them with unalloyed pleasure, this his last production 
having especially pleased us. A most delightful glow of spiritual 
religion pervades the whole volume, while the author has by no means 
neglected the artistic fea.iures — the bye-play of incidents and scenes, 
and finished touches of character and flow of sentiment, the vigor of 
narrative and prominence of persons, which constitute the charm of 
fiction, and are, combined with the esprit of all his teachings, the 
secret of that charm which Mr. Tayler holds over his readers. In 
no jMirticular is 'The Angels' Song' excelled by any of his former 
books, while in one respect it surpasses them all — in the genial spir- 
ituality of the religion it inculcates." 

The foregoing eight volumes comprise the whole of the works of 
Mr. Tayler which the subscribers have reprinted. They have abun- 
dant testimony of the great good which has attended the circulation 
of them in every quarter ; and hope that many who have not yet 
perused them will not fail to do so. The volumes are bound in uni- 
form style, and form a handsome addition to the family or parihh 
library. 
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STANFORD & SWORDS have recently issued new editions o\ 
the following beautiful miniature works, from the pen of the pious 
and eminent Dr. Bedell, of Philadelphia, viz : 

IS IT WELL ? 32mo. Gilt. 31 cts. 
IT IS WELL. Do. 31 cts. 
ONWARD. 38 cts. 
PAY THY VOWS. 31 cts. 

RENUNCIATION OF WORLDLY AMUSEMENTS, 31 ctt. 
WAY MARKS. 31 cts. 
EZEKIEL'S VISION. 31 cts.— In all 7 vols. 
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MART HOWARD; 

OR, 

RECANTATION. 

Reccmtation ; or^ The Confessions of a Convert. 
A Tale of Domestic and Religious Life in 
ItaJt/. Edited by the Rev. W. J, Kip, D, 
D., Rector of St. Paulas Church, Albany. ^ 
ISmo. 63 cts. 

This deeply affecting and interesting' narrative commends itself 
to all who love pure Protestantism, and is peculiarly adapted to the 
state of the times we live in, when the enemy is so busily at work 
to sap the foundations of the Gospel of Christ. 



BISHOP WILSON'S SACRA PRIVATA, small edition, gUt, price 
37 1-2 cts. N 

BISHOP WILSON ON THE LORD'S SUPPER, same size and 
price. 

THE CHURCHMAN'S HEAVENLY HOURS; or, Daily Approach- 
es to God. 37 1-2 cts. 

THE DEW OF HEAVEN ; or, Prayers and Meditations for every 
day in the week. 31 1-4 cts. 

THE RECOGNITION OF FRIENDS IN ANOTHER WORLD, 
hy the Rev. Dr. Dorr, of Philadelphia. 7th edition. 25 cts. 

THE HAPPINESS OF THE BLESSED, considered as to the par- 
ticulars of their state and the Recognition of each other in 
Heaven," &c. &c. 12mo. 75 cts. 

" Sound in doctrine, rich in thought, beautifal in style, and de- 
votional in its character, this work ranks among the choicest speci- 
mens of English Theological Literature. It has already become, 
endeared to thousands of Christian Churchmen, with whom, like 
'Scenes in our Parish,' and the * Christian Year ' it is a household 
volume.»-_Ca/^7u/ar. 
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RIOHARDSON'8 R E A SO N S.— The) 

Churchmaa's Reasons for his Faith and Practice, with 
an appendix on tlie Doctrine of Derelopmenty by thu 

( Rev. N. S. Richardson, A. M.> Author of ** Reasons why 
I am a Chnrchman," *c., *c., *c. One volame. 12n>o. 

< 75c. 

CONTENTS. CHAma I— Introduction. II— The 

I Church a Visible Society. Ill— The Ministry Christ's 

) Positive Institution. IV— The Christian Ministry consisl- 

inj^ of Three Orders. V— Same subject continued. VI 

. -Same subject continued. VII— Developments of| 

Modem Systems. VIII — The Unity of the Church, and 

the Sin and Evils of Schism. IX-— Liturgies. X — Popu- 

- lar Objections against the Church answered. Appendix-^ 

* Essay on the Doctrine of Development 
I '* We are fflad to see this book. It ia one of the kind which the \ 

Bg9 requiros, and we are happy to believe, it ie sLm Mekinr. There 
are earnest miiide and honest hearta, in every reljf tons denmnina • ) 
tion, who see the evils growing out of the divisions in Christendom, 
' and who are seriously inquiring whether these thinga ought to be. \ 
■'The result of such an investigation, uadertakea with such a purpoee. ' 
[ can hardly be doubtful. It will be a conviction that ' God is not the 
' author of confusion, but of order ; ' that He has instituted but one 

• Body as the Church ; and that ail who are not in communion with 
this Body, of which Christ is the head, are in what the Scriptures call 
schism. Having arrived at this point, the vital question comes, what 
is the Church 9 Where can be found those signs of a Divinely or- 
ganized Body, which, originating in the appointment of Christ, has 
continued to this day, and thus gives assurance that he has been with 
it according to his promise, is with it, and will continue to be with it, 

>*even unto the end of the world}' To those who are seeking for 
I instruction, that their jsdfmeaC may be guided to a right determina- 
tion of this question, we recommend this timely book. The subject 
of it is, * The Chubch of God; its VisxBiz.rrr, Ministst, Usitt, 

AXD WOBSHIP.' ) 

*• We are glad to see that the reverend author has disvoted one % 
'\ chapter to the * Developments of Modem Systems.* The argument \ 
S derived from this subject is calculated more than any other, we think. ' 
( to lead men to discover the errors and unsoundness, And insufficiency 
' of those systems. They cannot stand, in the judgment of sober- 
{ minded seekers aAer truth, with their divisions, vascillations and 
\ heresies; before the Scriptural truth. Apostolic order, regular Suc- 
vceesioii. and uninterrupted continuance of the <Hoiy Catholic 
( Chaieh.' "— iffoaiMr e/tfte Oroas, 

i_^ ^ , ,..,^ w. ... 
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RCOANTATION.^RemotfettoiH op, Hm Cenies- 
■H>M of a OiHivort to Romawinn. A Talo et Domestic 
and RoUgmt Life in ItiUj. Edited hj tbe Itoir. Wm. 
LignJnM Kipb One handsome volume. 16mow 63e. 

"This TotnoM M a rapriat of oa« pubUahed in London duriiif tlM/ 
• lait year. A friand placed it in tna hands of tlw editor, b^eause ^ 




lievad ha Mfht ha abla toTftaeida on dM JtutnaM of ita claims to ba{ 
Ukaa as a faithful pictnra. To tha ddafity cf the mithor** d9scriptio&. ( 
of places, the Editor can bear his uahesit#inf tasttmooy. Almost 
every paye arrayed before him sic^me fceoe asraciated with the 
pleasant honra he qient in olasstv itaiy. The~ suteiy palaces of 
Ascinatinf Florea o e t ha voody hill 9f Fieaola, where Milton 
mnsed and wrote— 4he peacefld valhiyaof ''lei^ Vattambpaafi'<—(he 
aninsated walks of the Cascine— the treaaiires of the Pitti Palaco— tha 
splendor of the Dneal Court— the beautiAtl scenery af luxuriant 
Tnseany— aN, are called np sfain to memory by the allusioas of 
this narrativa. And minfled with these came less pleasing; remem- 
bmaeaa of auparatitions such as are here portri^ed, and the 
anmo'Hnnre of a reliniotts despotism before which' all trembled- 

iThe seoAnf, inidel tone of some ef these conversations is not imag- 
inary. The Editor has himself heard it, whan men uttered ta him 
n fonifner, what Vhey wonid not dare to speak to their own 
' oonatrymen, and even then declared their unbelief in Ui« syatem 
} nadnr which they were forced to live, 

* in bondsmen's key, 
With hated breath and whisparinf fosf fiilaass,' 

Ha foab, therafora, that the whole air of thia.work is tnithfyil, «nd as - 
such he would commend it to his yottn|r countrywomen.**— i{«9. W". ^ 

"ThiaUaworkof ilctimi. Tha sntiiant of ft was an Englfalllady i 

who abandoned tha faith of the Ohnreh of England, which waa in { 

the way of her warriH* with an Italian nobleman { tha marriagv, 

was consummated ; sba lived dnhappify ; renounced bar connection i 

{ with tha Church of Home, and retunrnd to her former Anth. U 

r will be a popular book, n« dnubL**— Jnnacr 0ftk$ Or^sm, 

\ ** Tha work has a peealiar interest, apart from lu meriu 4s a com- 
' |waitioo« and will be rem* probably by butJi Homan Catholics and 
Protaatants.'*-^fia|»rs«a ) 

«• We have been mora deeply interested in this nastly rot Sf» and / 
wail printed volume thuki we had Vnr expeatotioa of whan we eosi* / 
'""^'"^ it r^lntas to a topic of great mtoreat »t |hs pnawnt tims» and > 

(8) \ 



{ ^uigbU Worktf pniliMhtd by /Stanford 4^ Sword*. / 

i 
vill, we tnwt^ he lh« meaiM of Itedmf pareois to ooMide" th« d«tt<- ^ 
g«rou> faaciaationa of Ron iniam ua preaented by Jesuits ao«i studied ) 

/ apoloipiita, and Uow email)- the ignorant ar(» l«d to believe Its lying . 

) absurdities. We hem to add oar testimony to that of th« aceom- ^ 

ipliabed editor of the volnoM in feror of its truthfuluesa and > 
ikirneaa. Indeed we migbt go nraeh ftirtKer and declare tiiat from S 
aome slifht acqaaintnnce With Italian Ufe and manners, we tliink ^ 
1 rhe author has tinker stated the trath in regard to the practical 
J infidelity of the better infermod in the Romish Church. Such ia ^ 
) certninly our cqpinion. HowoTor that maybe, we commend the volume ' 
*' to the thoughtful peraaal of our readers.'*'— iTomy CkurekmmM*§ [ 
Miteellanjf, ) 

** A aeaaonable and ladncble work.**— fvmliv Owtte. ' \ 

*«This ia a beanflAiUy printed yotame. The title aafleieatly nz- \ 
plnins die nature of the work, and the object for which it is deaigned." \ 
-^Sv^tm CkurckauM, S 

« Of the theology of this work, oar neatmlity forbids as to mak ; \ 
btot of its literary meriu we can and must apeak fovorably. It Is n \ 
tale of domestic and religious life in Italy, by one iffao has seen 
uXl that is here described. The allnaioBa are redotent with elanie 
aweeCi. The book is artistically got up by the tradeb**-— JT. F. Am. 

** We hare not read this work, but some of onr Proleataat A>iead>, 
who have read it, say that it is a charming book ; that it gives a 
more perfect ina^t into the Interior of Italian aociety, than any 
/ book j-ecenily published $ that the story is well told and the in- 
) terest is maintained to the Inst; and that the lovers of fiction and the 
) lovers of truth will be nlike gntiaed by its peruaal.''^£e«i«viU« 
\ Jintnud, 
i 
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SPENCER'S ENQLISH REI^ORMA- 

j T1 N . — HUtory of the Reformatioa in England, bj I 
j die Rev. J. A. Spancer, A. M^ ' Author a( the Christian > 
/ latsraoted in the ways of the Gospel and the Church.' i 
( One Volame. 16mo. 50g. ^ 

I ''The mchor 'claims to have careAiIiy sought exaelneaa and prael- | 
t aloa ia regard to facta aad circnmstancea ; to have consulted every > 
( writer within his reach, in order to verify the statement made in the ^ 
«est, to have endeavored lo be strictly just and fair towards all 
partiea and persona ; and to have aet forth the publk acu of the 
Church and State aa faithfully aa he was aUe, and aa Ailly as the 
limits of the volume would admit.* We regard it aa of especial 
imporunce at this time, that the causes which led to the reformation 
of the Church in England, should be well understood. There are \ 
many persons to whom the larger histories of it are not accessible, ) 
I and who would not have time to study them if tliey were. To such, . 
i and to the young learn ir, this little book of 9Q0 pages will impart \ 

1 ^ W _____^___ I 
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'/■iiieh iiseAil information vpon that intereatinf era in tiM^iiutorjriif. 
^ the Church." — BMnntr eftkt Croat, ) 

\ ** A jttdicioQ* and faithful treatise on the ReformatioB in Englaii 1, { 

^ admirably adapted for fanilifw and for Sanday (School libraries ; 

Although aUo;;tiiher Uttpreteodia|r» it is precisely one <^ theboofci^ 

most fitted to do good, fu the times upon which we hare fallen. 1*^ 

telU the truth, clearly, fiiiriy, and honestly. * * * When t'xch . 

desperate and uuceaiiing efforta are made all around as to villi^ * 

the Rpforraatioa, it is the duty of every Churchman not only to in ( 

} form bimself on thn subject, but to see that the truth is brought t^ ^ 

' bear upon the minds of his cbildwB, who may soon be called to ■ • 

fiercer and more earnest strufgle to maintain it than any to whici ( 

he himself is summoned;— Proteftowt Ckmrekmmn. l 

I ** An aceoptahie contribution to ecelesiastical literature. The an \ 

{thor throws into contrast the leading principles of Protestantisif { 

i, 7ith the past and existing elements of Romanism, and exhibits ( 

their opposite tendencies with much force. The historical portioi ( 

of the work ib« from the size of the volume, necessarily much conden ' 

sod. The prominence given to the great principles involved, howevei ^ 

atones for this, while as a portable aiAl not expeusiv^volume, it wil \ 

reach those to whom larger works of (he kiud are inaccessible.* i 

'•— JV. T. CowmureialAdvtrtUtr. . ( 



*< This is a most opportune publkatioo. The times demand a re ( 
turn to the principles of the great Reform, and the people oxo 
laudably anxious to know what those principles are. So much dis- 
cussion is abroad, so many various assertions are n^ude, and so , 
much confidence is manifested by persons of very different sen- 
timcnts in the truth of their opinions, that it is essential to go to the 
fountain head and ascertain by the fiicU of hitiory just where and 
what the trath really is. It is this object which the unthor of this 
volume has had in view : it has been his aim to present /acts, mid 
not mere opinions, tc give ctniiciwe, and not barely bis view of the 
Reformation and its principles. It is this feature which we particu- 
, larly admire in this volume, and which we commend especially to . 
) our readers ; for though Mr. Spencer's own views are decided, he ) 
^does not obtrude them upon those who peruse his history; he gives ) 
? them a succinct, clear, well-digested statement of the acts of the \ 
. Church and State, and leaves the reader to draw his own eoncln- V 

? sion. We are not aware that in a single instance Mr. S. oversteps the ) 
r true bounds by which ^.he historian ought to be restrained. ) 

I 'T1.-A literary and mechanical execution of this volume ore of the ) 
/first order. Mi. 8. 'vrites easil}', fluently and vigorqusly, and occa- ) 
sionally his subject warms into eloquence. The publishers deserve 
great credit for the style in whicl^ they have issued the book, not 
moro than for the very low price at which they offer it for sate, in 
order, we are confident, to give it that wide circulation which the 
momentous nature of tho subject demands.**«->i\r. F. QiattU if 
Time: ) 

' (4) ^ 
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^WYATT'3 PARTING SPIRIT'S AD- 
DRESS . — ^Tbe Parting Spirifs Address to his Mo- \ 
thereby the Rev. Wm. Edward Wyatt, D. D., Sector' 
,of Sl Paai*B parish, Baltimore. Fourth edition. Ooe. 
volame. 18 mo. paper. 13c. 

** We reiFU'd thii as one of the most toachin; and beaqtifnl thtnga 
which we have ever read; equally sound and judichius, it is calcu- 
/ lated to diffuse confort through the nournin; home which haH been 
^ hereit of some bright flower transplanted from this sterile earth to the / 
/ PuradUe of Ood."— rrai^ <7A«rcAaMw'« MisceUaM^. ^ 

** A fourth edition of this beautiful and tender little thin; has ( 
been issued. Every parent who has lust an engaging little child, i 
will read this admirable tittle tract with lively interevu"— wilfr«i»y ( 
^cctator. ' 

.PERRANZABUUOE;- The Lost Chorch Found, ^ 
or, the Church of England not a new Church, but An- ) 
cient, Apostolic, and Independent, and a Protesting y 

^ Church, nine hundred years before the Belbrmation. 

5 One volume. 12mo. 75c. 

** A further examination of this work has confirmed our opinion, 
I and made us desire to reiterate our testimony, that it is truly a Pro- 
' testajBt History, written in a most attractive style. When we first 
I saw it, we did not suppose it was possible for any one to invest so 
; threadbare a subject with any degree of novel interest. But we 
) were mistaken, and we are glad to be able to express the opinion, 
) that the publishers have done well to select it. The tvle is singular , 
V but most appropriate, and the incidents connected with it are most s 
) ingeniously made theba&is of the whole history ^-—EpiMCopalJlsc^rder. ( 
> *• Wotrust all our readers wi 1 forthwith buy this book ud read \ 
\ it It will furnish an effectual antidote to all the hereUcal trash ^ 

! palmed upon the unwary, the evident intention of which is to palliate ) 
Roman corruption on the specious ground of chabitt '*'— iVotest-' 
ml Ckmrckmam, 
** Clear in its style and sound in its influence, it is a complete 
. Protestant history, written by one who has invested the almost 
1 threadbare ebuject with a novel interest, and it is well calculated as 
i an antidote to the many heretical volumes which have from time 
)to time fascinated the unwary and led the mind captive to cor- 
) rapt and nnscriptural doctrines.^ — Boston Eveninff TVmnscripL \ 
** It is an interesting book to all interested in antiquities. Church ; 
'Urtory uid folily.**— ffl r. Gatett: \ 

I .^ _ _j5) . ; 



VaimMt Workw, fnMkked hf Simtfird ^ Swords. 



HOB ART'S STATE OF THE DE- } 
PARTED.— The Steto of the Departed, bj Jofaii| 
Henry Hobwt, D. D. BUhop of the Protectant Epis-^ 
copal Chnrch in the Dkicete of New-Yovk» Fourth { 
Edition. One Tolume. 12nio. 50e» ^ 



Thii bttto TolaflM, pp. ltt» OMteini u aMiMa jMHreredbv ^ 



Hobart. at the faoeral of Bialiop Moora, of New-Tork, in iei< 
alao, a * Diasertation va tha State of Departed Sporha, aad th*Dm- ) 
oamt of Chrivt into Bell ;' wnttaa bjr Biahop Hobart, in conaeqnenea • 
•f eseeptiona having been taken to hia Amerai addreaa. The^ 
divertatioo ia pobliahad aa kat l e vi aa d by the Rifht ««rerettdS 
anthor. Tboae who wiah to inform thonwelvfn npon thta anbjeet^S 
wm^ndinthiabookaagoodatraatiaenpon itaatterwill prabd»lj) 
with.**— JkMMT o/Oa O^eaai < 



•The larfBT portion of thia volnaM ia ooeopied by •A.INaaer-< 
laiion on the State of Deported Spiiita, and the Deaeent of Chriat \ 
into HeU**— in which that aubieet ia di aana ae d with araeh elenmea») 
of atateaaent and fhlneaa and Ibrae of re a aenicg— preaentiny tho< 
whole argiMBent on the aide adepled ^ tfM Biahop with an eflbe»< 
*aad in a eompoaa not etaewhein^ wo baUaTO^ f» bo Ibnad in nnr la»>( 



•^PMbapa thereat dlMoitation on tho wry iapMtant qneatiod 
» the atate of the departed, ia thia onn of tho lamented Biab 
Jlobart, in which Um whola anbjoet la thoronghly exanuned.**—- . 

\ <*The pnbtiahera of thia Talnablo woA hnvo at laat given na a»| 
) editioa in a atjrle aomethinf like what ita merita demand. Ai it forma / 
-% one of the volamea preacribed by tho Bauae of Biahopa in tho i 
S conrae of atndy ftr cnndidatea for Holy Ordera, it la quite anper- ^ 
S f uona fi>r na to conunond it."— Fomy Okmrdkmmm*» MtteeUmajf, 



«• Thfa work cf the late Biahop Hobart, la pnbliahed at n very ') 
aeaaonaUe tinm, when evory doctrine of the Chnreh ia called in \ 
• ,qaeation. It waa oceaaioned by the Bbhap'a aennon on the deatik ; 



ef hia predeceaaor, Biahop Moore of New-York, and ia na nnanawar 
able defence ef thodoetnneof the intermediate ateto^ Bntraete art 
. nren as well from the writinaa of Diaaontera aa from tboae of tho 
J^ican Chnreh ; and the dutinctkm between it nnd Iho Romish 
doctrine of pnrgntory ia clearly pointed ont. Thopreaent edition 
is bqatftifttUy got up, the paper ojcecllent, mod the type .dear and 
irood; and aa the work itaelf ia need aa a text book in the Genem. 
Theological Seodnary of the Church, we hnve no donbt the aaio 
thereof will be even more n4>id than it baa boon from ita irat ap- 
pearance, and apeedily rep«r the Irm who have laannd it in 
ttnblo a alylo."<-JfirttMMl l^Vaw. 



r^UwmbU m>rk» pmkUMked hy Stamford ^ 8w9rda. 
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MARGARET} OR THE PEARL.. Bytlie? 
Ber. Chariea B. Tayler. andior of "Lady Mary," " Ue { 
eatdB of aOood Alan's Life/' dbc, &c. In one handaoma i 
vokime. 75e. ( 



« A C<w»d book aay to mmpmnA to • dear aad fkitblWI fUeod, 
■hTKyi weteome, and lattdiaff its iaAMoea to c haar aad ftaahon tha 
pathway ofKfe. To thu elaas the writta^ of tin pkMw aad fiftad 
. aathor mf tha praaeat voIubm jaatly balaay. The Ikvorable rac<>|icioa, 
) bf ik dhearatar public, of two of tba worka af tha Rav. Mr. Tiiylar, ) 
) raaantly iaaiiad from thair Praaa, haa aw c o w a f a d th« paMishara to ' 
) add a rMrd ; coaMantly baliaviaf that tha TalaaMa inatroctiooa aad K 
oanoaplaa abonadiay ia it, anart firaoi tha fraat ia ta raa t of the nar^ ( 
i«liip« Haalf, will reader * Maifarot ' ao aait oomhmUoq to « The \ 
ftociirda of a Good Maa's Ufa,* aad « Udy Marr.** Alt throe are ( 
worthy a place ia erery Ikaiily aad pariah library.*— AtMaAara* 

^ « Thoaa who hare read ^Lady Mary,' mm! < The Itecorda of m 
) Ctood Ifaa** Life,** will be aazioaa to peran tMa volane. It la one 
of thoaa gena of rellgiowa fictioa, which teach tratii in a manner 
ei|«alty calcntaled to inform the mind aad impreaa the heart, with- 
out ezeitiaf appeala to the imarinafioo, or nnw h aletame ttimnlanta 
to the Teiigious aenaibilitioa.*— Fra fa a tant Olnwftman. . 

' •• It la naiieceaaary to aay, ezeapt to thoaa who are naaeqoalnted ) 
with this (iAed author's other wriURgs, that the vdanM ia boith Ufh* 
ly inatrnetive and attractiTe.**— 5antAam(7AMreAM«n. 

** A pleaaittf narrative of pride aad wealth aubdned to ilrfferiaf ^ 
and humiliatioo, and ftilsa opiniona overeome by fhith in Chriat. ) 
Nothing could be more proper and Chrlatian-like than tba tooe nod 
' tamper of this little volanw, which will be read by the religiona 
' with pleasure and profiL It ia vary prettily aent Ibrth by the 

Ameriean publiahara.**-* Sandbars PatTMl. 
( ** The typ<i]^raphy and raneral appearance of Hie votmae la 
f ki^ly crediuble to the publishers."— ^ttany JBoaaii^ JaanMt 

WHAT 18 CHRISTIANITY.— By Thomat 

, Vowler fihort Oae volame. 12mo. 50c 

« ladiatlaetnaaa on reli^ona aoljecto la a fraat evil, partfoilariy la 
tha yoQoy ; but theolo^eal eleamesa does not alwaya leed to Chria* 
tiaa odiAcation and practieel holiness. It haa been the endeavor of j 
^ the author to comhlna distinct views on the icadinf tenets of I 
) Christianity with that earnestness, without which roti^ioo is apt to 
dwindle into a mere tbrm. He has tried to place before his rendera 
not worda only, but ideas — ^to give thetti that which mijrht ij^uiiie them 
in the patli to heaven— to impress ou lh<;n| the fundnuiental trutha of I 
our holy faith—and to prtint out how this liiiih slMWld ahow forth ila < 
affscca ia the oocnrrenoea of Ufe." ; 

< (7) I 
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PAY THY VOWS, A Pastoral Address Subso-^j 
qiient to Confirmation. By the late Rev. G. T. Bedell, ( 
D. D., Rector of St. Andrew's Church, FhiladelpfaiK. ( 
\ Edited, with additions, by his Sou, Rev. G. Tborston I 
t Bedell. Rector of the Church of the Ascension. New- / 
} York. A beautiful miniature edition. 32mo. 31c. i 

\ ** Dr. Bedell's name fai too well known to require any commeodatioa ^ 
{ at our hands { even those wha.dfsa;reed with him in some theolo- ( 



) 



'. gical views, never doubted his deep and hearty striviiij? to win aouls 
to Christ, nor ever were unimpressed with the fact of his beiuj; in earn« 
est in what he said and did. The value of the addre5s is much en- 
( hnuced by the additions made by the present Rector of the Church 
i of the Ascension."— Kniit^ Ohurchman's Miscellany. 
\ " It earnestly advocates the sound doctrine, that confirmation is ! 
{ a ratification of the baptismal vows made by the sponsors, and is, ' 
( iherofore, neeessarily a rormal adoption of the Christian professioa. 
C The many admimrs of Dr. Bedell, when living, will find in this book 
( all that pastoral simplicity and warm earnestness of manner fot 
^ which lie was so celebrated.'* — Evening Oatettt, 
, « Pay iky Font is a pastoral address intended for those who havo , 
1^ recently g^one tlirough the solemn rite of Confirmation, which may be ^ 
. toad with advantage and iustruotion.-— SoutAem Patriot ^ 



\ 



THE RENUNCIATION : An Essay on World* 
ly Amusements. By the late Rev. G. T. Bedell, D. D. 

\ Rector of St. Andrew's Church, Philadelphia. With an 
Introductory Notice by his Son. Uniform with the 

\ above. 31c. 

) <* This republication is calculated to do great good. The faithftal 

^ expositions of Christian duty which it cootumi, are recommended by 

^ the fbrvcnt, tender, and persuasive eloquence in which they are con- 

' vey ed. The introductory notice by the son of the author, contains ) 

^ some valuable and impressive views on the -subjecta of the Essay, 

) with quotations from some of th<>! Bi^ops of the Cbureb of England 

) and our own Church. We trust the volume will be extensively circa 

t lated and read." — Protestant Churchman. ) 

) ** A thoughtful and instructive religious essay, the <rf>ject of which '\ 

^ is to impress upon the devoutly-raiudcd the impropriety and incou \ 

^ auteney of communicants engaging in what are called the amusenients ^ 

( of the age. Th.e burden, or text of the essay, is drawn from the laa> \ 

( guage of the Sponsor — * I renounce the vain pomp and glory of the S 

{ world.* it is very neatly printed, in a delioate iMXtrkot volume.'^i** l 

( Souiks'H Patriot. < 

\ (8) ' 



) 



Valuable \Vorkn\ pubUshed by Stanford 4* SvoordM. 



-I 



i WAINWRIQMT'S PRAYERS.— An Order ' 

: of Family Trayer for eveiy Ddy m the Week. By the 
} Rev. J. M. Wainwright; D. D., Assistaut Minister of 
^ Triiiity Charch, New- York. One beautiful vc^ume. 
\ 12 mo. 75 ceiita. 

) "From tiio opporiunity we have iiad to examine and use this addi* 
• tioa to our iiiit of aids to devotion, we are led to regard it as a very 
, Uttoiul coatribution.">— Oo«pe< Mesatnger. 

) *^ It-f^ivoa not only an appropriate form of prayer fbr everyday 
; in the week, and for tho various special occasions that present tbem> 
selves, in the prog^ress of family life, but also well chosen selections 
froJi the Scriptures, for reading; aud is, in fact, an adaptation of the 
£p!S(:opal liturgy to family wants and aptitudes. The supplications, 
partly original, but mainly compiled from old devotioaal writers, 
breathe throughout a fine spirit of humility aud earnestness; and the 
laog^uage is at once chaste, eloquent, and reverentiaL"— iV. Y. Com. ) 
' Advtrtiacr. j 

\ ^ 

>BERRIAN'S PRAYERS.— Family and Pri- ( 
/ vate Prayers. By the Rev. William Berrian, D. D. J 
\ Rector of Trinity Church, New-York. Fourth editiun. ? 
/ One handsome duodecimo vohime. Large type. 75c. J 

( "In this large and well-executed volume. Dr. Berrian has fur-/ 
' ntslied all who love the Liturgy and the spirit of the JPrayer Bookt ) 
^ with a most valuable manual ; valuable alike for its Aredom from all « 
' irreverent and unseemly familiarity of approach to the throne of ) 
> grace, and for its deep and glowin;( fervor of devdcion to God. * * ) 
< * Dr. Berrian's manual will rank among the first, if not the first, } 
and from itb copiousness will, we are pt^rsuaded, furni.4h all classes ' 
ot -ainds with food suitable for their soul's health aud comfort."-- ^ 
( Young Gkurekman'g Miscellany. ' 

C *< "j^e present edition of this manual has been newly arranged and < 
S materially enlarged. Most of the additions which have been made to \ 
j it consist of Ancient Litanies, purified from all taint of superstition • 
) and error, aud presenting a perfect embodiment of Christian truth • 
^ expressed in the most fervent strain of devotion. The other parts t 
^ have been drawn from the writings of the earlier divines of the ( 
} Chttr:ih of England, and other rare and curious sources. The qunint- ' 
\ Bess, the redundance, aud rhapsody with which they were for the mnst I 
S part disfigured, have been carefully rejected; and the richness, tbo ( 
; fullness, the depth of feeling ut«d glow of expression raostscrupulouhly ? 
I retained. The- appfehension is fek, however, that it will stiU be too ' 
i earnast and fervid for the lukowarmuess and apathy of the prejsebt 
Jage." , 

) (3) } 



J ^VaimabU Work^ pMMed by Stanford J^ Swordt, \ 

^SHORT'S CHURCH HISTORY.— Hktory- 

of the Church uf Kuglaad, to the revoliUion of Eaglaod \ 
of 1688, by the ftu Hev. ThomaB Vowler Short, D.O 
Bishop of 8t Ai»aph. Oue Volume. Sva $1,50. 

** We fsel fTAteful for th« reprint of tkia learned, impMrtial, ao<l ^ 
talnable worl^ The publisliera of aoch bookii deserve to be libemlljr ( 
■ne U iM o d mad eneoursf ed by tbe CbrieliaB public, «nd Mpeciaily bjr ) 
Cb«reluneii. Bishop 81u>rt** History will lead iu reader* to a S 
f renter knoeried^e and love «f the Eoftish Cluireli, and most eai»- ( 
vince then that in her doctrtnes, rittud, and fovernmeat, she ia faith v 
AiUy forined on the model of that whieh was primitive and apostolic K 
It i« the fruit of many years* reading and immenae labor and research , 
and, though iu professed object is * to facilitate the studies of yoMi)|. \ 
men who are prepariajp themselves for the oflcea of the Ohnrch,' there ( 
is no class of rcaderit who will not And it a pleasure and a profit. U ( 
may be objected to by some that the meek and pioos author is oeco- s 
•ioaally too lenient id his notice of dissenters; but he never conceals i 
the truch, (evidently his sole pursuit ;) and the very tetideruoM tie ( 
ahows to opponents may exteud the usefulness of tlie work, by at- « 
traetinf and conciliatii^ readers auonf them, and, we mjy hope, ( 
conTiacius them that, in the lan^Udj^e of the author, > the best reforma- / 
tionof the Church of fUi^land would be to reduc«> her in practice lo / 
what she is io theory} that her doccriuea are sdch, that he who ven- i 
toree his eternal safety to her ipiidance is taking a secure path; and ( 
that the framework of her establishment is that which, under God'* ( 
providence, is best suited, in the present state of the Ghristiau w<urld,i ( 
Io preserve aad diaseminatn oar holy faith among the vanouM braiiclwi- ( 
) ef society."*— burner o/lA« CVeM. ( 

\ **-This is a very valuable production. It baa passed through three < 
( Bn^tisb editions ; and now appears for the first time iu an Aiuenu^a ^ 
( dress, its issue at this juncture ia ejtceedingly well timed."— i^ta- ^ 
C topal Recorder. i 

i ** This is the book as interesting to the general reader aa to one spe^ ( 
( eially interested in the remarkable history it developes and extenda.. ( 
j It is written, as fur aa we can judge from a hasty glunQB at it, in a lib- ( 
( eral, comprehensive, awl Christian apirit, not sparing the d^/ccu of r 
' the Church of Ciiglaiid, and not lailing to give credit to other seeu ^ 
i where the writer hat thought it was due ro thena. The typography ( 
^ and general appearance of the book are creditabie to»tbe tiMteof the i 
I muterpriMns publishers.'*— PkiiodeipAta Oasatla.. ( 

i ** We welcome this elaborate and valuable work a» a moat import- f 
^ aat addition to the seriea of Proteatant publicationa from the preaa / 
% of Measrs. Stanford and Swords. This edition ia a large octavo of } 
s 350 pa^es, \ery woU printed. It is enriched with numerous uoten, t 
. several chronologioal and genealogical tablea, and a copieua index - ' 
• Jforth Anuriean, t 

; (10) ' 
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' VahtahU Woris, jmblished by Stanford «|> Swtfrd§. S 

HAWKSTONE : A Tale of and For England in? 
184-. From the Third London Edition. Edited by the \ 
ffev. Dr. WiUiama, of Schenectady . 2 Tola. ISmo. $1 SO. 



^ 



** W« faaTv ■•«, fbr 7««n^ found ottnelve* so deeply abaorbed ui 
ftM peruaml •funj wtrkwi fiction. A tal« of mare profoand and sua- > 
^ Caiued iDten»$t we have never met. Tlia skill wkh which iucident aftet i 
I, incident is made to mistain the attention r *ad with which moral and 1 
( religious truths of the hif^hest moment are interwoven withooC elbtf ) 
t or affectation ; the rich and exhuustless Ynriety of tbouKht, and im^ 
\ ajrery, and dielioa, which afford* a continual relief and enjoyment— the 
exquisite beauty of its descriptions — the force an 4. grandeur of its [ 
tragic ittcidentH— <and the high phiioeophy which breathes in every 
page, and brings out sucn a noble moral throughout all appear to us 
to place this work on so high an elevation, that we should not find it | 
easy te point to any work of fiction char icterized by so great a coii«- 
>tUMiion <»f excellencies. Some of tlic sceues appear to us, not Inferior ' 
f iq power to the very best of Walter Scott The discovery by Mar- 
^ garpt of Wheeler's wickedness ; the escape of Viilier« and Bentley ^ 
I from the destruction meditated by Pearce ; the attack of the mob o» ^ 
the inn, and its defence by Villiers; the death of Wheeler; the re»> 
eovery of the lobt child by Villiers, and his repentance ; have been, i 
we think, very rarely equalled. Of the principles of the work as an ^ 
expression of Church principles, we cannot speak too highly. Tfao * 
comprehensivnness and depth of its views— the noble examples which S 
It presents; the singular judgment with which it discriminates true ^ 
Catholicism from Romanism ; and the advice which it administers to ^ 
some perseni who have verged towards the Church of Rome ; ait 
treader this work an invalusble resewrce to those who are attached tu* ' 
the Church, on the highest and purest principles.** — Englitk Rniem, 

** There ore two words in our laagnage the * bans ' of whose mar- 
riage we would solemnly * forbid. ' * Religious ' and * novel ' are not 
merely paradoxical but directly antagouislicai ; and religions novels, 
and novelties In religion, are alike objects to which we always give a ^ 
wide berth. There is no general rule, however, without its exception ^ i 
and as the Roman Cato could give character and respectability to the r 
lowest office in the State, by assuming its duties, so even the religiour; 
■*<^v«>| may be raised from Its deep degradation by the combined ener^ 

!gM»B of « powerful intellect, a refined taste, an Anglo>49axoa comnoa 
sense, a chastened yet gkywing imagination, a keen yet polished irony, 
a profound yet transparent philosophy, a quiet yet ardent love for the , 
^ Church, and a calm yet devoted piety. All these have united to give < 
, character to 'Haw ketone,' which has reached a third edition In Ea^-( 
^ land, and Is soon, we are informed, to be republished in this country, t 
I It is an anonymous publication, but, unless there be two minds of pro- ( 
( eisely the same character and calibre, we cannot be miiitakeu when we i 
I daim for it the paternity of the learied and accomplished author of ? 
(•Christian Morula' and 'Christian Politica.'"— CoUu-icsttfa Chtp0il 
< Mt»sengtr, 
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Valuable Workt^ publUhid bp Stanford «$• Swords 

MEL.ViL.I.'9 SERMONS COMPLETE. 

Sermona by Henry Melvill, coraprising all the Discourse! 
Pttblubed by coas eut of the Author. Editea by the Rt. 
Rev. Charles P. M^llvaiue, D. D., Bishop of the Protest- 1 
aot Episcopal Church iu the Diocese of Ohio. Two large ) 
octavo volumes. (4 00. 

** The discoarses of Melvill hav# ho loojr been befoi^ the reli^iouf 
pablic, thnt DOthioar uewean be added by way of recomineodhi; their 
peculiar merits. Tliia is the fullest and most correct editiou that haa 
come in our way; and Specially is it valuable as an authetftio 'oae, 
many Imperfpct reports of the sermocs having^ appeared in other com> 
pilatioiio, and of course marked with the stenographer's inaccuracies. 
Littrary World, 

** Mftivill liaii for some years been with the readiiiji: public a decided 
favorite We suppose the sermons of no living man will command a 
more extensive sale. All who read him are charmed with his beauty, 
I tenderness, uurnestuess, eloquence and nice discrimination iu exposi> 
I tion. He is at times speculative to a fault, and will be thought by Kome, 
I occasionally, to be not strictly orthodox ; yet there is so much to de> 
light in his practical and forcible exhortations to duty, his warm and 
heartfelt adherence to the Cro89, his admirably rounded and finely- 
wrought periods, that, unlike sermons generally, which are considered ' \ 
rather a dull commodity for merchandize, those who love good read- \ 
ing will buy, and will read Melvill's Sermons. No man can read them, ' 
and not/€e2 their power, stirring the depths of spirit. If he have soiU ' 
in him, the preacher will not fail to find it, and by the mastery of elo- 
quence, charm it to solemnity and awe it to reflection. Perhaps there 
are no teritten sermons in our language, which are better calculated 
to prodiiee imprtttion upon those who peruse tbem.^'-^MetkiMlist 
FrotettanL 

" We have read many of these sermons with interest, pleasure, and 
profit ; the more so, because we believe them to bo the most perfect 
edition of Kelviirs sermona extant. Their editor, the distinguished 
Bishop of Ohio, has presented them in their true light 1)cfore the pub- 
lie. Melvill possesses a mind of peculiar richness and vigor, clotiied 
upon with all the glorious truths of our holy religion. If e delioeair- 
most beautifully the law of the spirit of life, in Christ Jesus ; aHo m / 
always most eloquent when nearest to the Cross. His style, pcculiurly ) 
his own, cannot be commended to any divine ; for apart from its many ) 
objectionable features, it could fiot be successfully imitated : but the 
expository character of his sermons is of the first order; and here 
Melvill may be studied with the greatest advantage. His sermons are i 
from his tex^ made up of its elements, not introducing his subject, 
but suggesting and containing it Therefore they are always a fuith- 1 
I fid exposition of the text. The present edition of his arermons cannot ( 
, iail to have a wide and juatly deserved circolatioiu— .^^any Spectator. \ 



Valuable Works, published by Stanford 4r Swords, 



-.1 



8TEP3 TO THE ALTAR j A Mapual of , 
Devotions and Meditalions for the Blessed Sacbarist 
Coaipiled by a rarish PiieBt. Uue yul. 18 mo. 31c. 

•*Tiii8 is anottier manual repnblUheH from do English work under, 
the direction of ti Prekb^ler of New-Yoi k, aod llie devout spirit with- ( 
in ii« clothed in a mn^t attractive form. We hail it a« a liappy omen ( 
that tbo dciiiBud Ibr aucb buok^ itbould, tkn we arc sure it will, juKtify ( 
tlicir publication. Ot' this work «e uoiul only say as .sufficient rem- ) 
Ineudatioii, what ic «aid in the prefatory notice. 'The works of ^ 
Bibbops Andreweii, Conn, K«m), and VVilMin, may be luentioued aa ^ 
chic'i mnrci s from which inaiter has br-en drawn.* Any tliinfr more ^ 
un uii^ht huvc dcbirnd to bay is rendered needless by the following / 
from » rorrcfponclrnt. ) 

" 'The work, witli i!ij above liib-, is clcao viiiir of patient, attcu- ) 
( five, earnest study. It is one of a cla»s of books much needed at / 
( iJin present time, jnid llie more «e have of IIkmii the belter for the ? 
K Church nt lur^'e. ]i is nitt our iiitention lo go much into detail with r 
( this Work, but %ve >hal) point at a few ot ii8 exrellencies and merits. ^ 
( tl contains, I'or in&tauce, df vo(lou» for the Sumiay, Monday, Tuesday, /. 
; Wi*dne»drty, Thursday, Friday and Saturday of the week before Com- ) 
( MtJNi*»x, dttotionii alto ol.the Celebration itself^ an J special devo- ( 
tioiis for the Moaday and Tuesday afler couimnniii;r. Aguin, there is f 
a prny^r for those who nVe not able to communicate. Then there ) 
are Prayers for Holy Seabons aud select pa.<sa;;e« lor Heading and ) 
Meditation from various authors, with v- hicii the pa^es close A / 
more i$imple arrangement could not have been (>electrd, nor on^ 
a^recMi/ better with the neremony itself. The select poMsages are 
. prcijliarly !>eautifiil, and when I state that such unme8 as those of 
/ good old Bishop Wilson, of the saintly Bcveridge, of the pious Bre- 
1 vim, of Taylor the eloquent and the learned, of Andrewes, iff S. 
< Bernard, of Dean Comber, of Quesnel, of Fenelon. Archbishop of 
Cambray, of our own excellent M)undi and learned Bishop Pear^ou, 
etc., we shall be of but one mind in regard to its utiiity and worth. 
To mv own mind the beauty of the volume lies iu its exceeding sim- 
pliciiy, iUi genuine excellency, its intrinsic value. As a niauual, aa 
a vadrt mecum, it must take a hi<;b stand. 

" • We were attracted by the title of the volume. And it is truly 
what it purports to be. Bluy those steps guide many till they kueel 
around the sacred board, nud may they be often fed ! May they grow 
more ppiritoal, and like uuto their Divine Lord ; aud may this humble 
iustruineut, in the Imuds of the Almighty God, lead many unto right- 
eousnosSf and into the way of saving duty.' *' — Banner of the Crttt. 
"This little book, the uses aod objects of which are sufficianlly 
) indicated in the title, is printed in excellent style, and in a form 
^ which makes it speciuUy couveuient"— iVbr(ik.imericaji and Qatetts, 

The publishers desire to state, as evfdence of the popularity of this 
tittle manual, that thrke kdittoks have been disposed of in less 
than three moDths firom its first republication. 

Aful, 1848. 
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i VatnabU Works, ^mblitked by Stanford 4* Swordt. ] 

iMERCYTO BAB^S. A Plea for the Christian ( 
Baptism of lufiints. Addressed to those who deny the 
validity of that practice, upon the grounds of the Doc' 
trine of Bupti«ni.. and the eternal sense of Holy Writri 
aud nf the domestic, social, and reHgioas nature of Man. > 
By the Uev. William Adams, S T. P. Presbyter of the j 
Protestiiut Epidcopul Church in the Diocese of Wiscon- 1 
sio. One volume. l2mo. 63o. ) 
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Adam** * Mercy to Babes' is a book of rare originality and power, 
au nrj^iimeiit of no ordinary cogeucy, well coaceived, and, in tbe 
/ inain, well put, I'or the rj^bt of infants to the seal of bleseing in the 
( sacrament of baptism. The writer eschews controversy, and under- 
takes to lay down his doctrine, and prove it, on its own merits from 
the Bible only. Utf does it, and does it well. We know a case in 
which his end has been attained. An anxious and intelligent * in- 
(|uirer ' was distressed by some of the common specious objections to 

iiunint baptism, which are so successful with the many who have 
neither ability nor inclination to examine thoroughly into their valid' 
ity. * Mercy for Babes,' waa recommended, and the result was perfect 
satisfaction. The ground was cut up beneath the controversial state- 
BMuls that had given trouble, and they lost all their value. The . 
literal truth of Scripture destroyed them. They were not oppoeed'-^ ) 
not refuted— I here was no room left for them. Truth, exhibited by 1 
no mealy-mouthed assertor, but with honest plainness and earnest- 1 
ness, took hold of the mind, convinced It, preoccupied it, and left ao j 
room for adverse sophistry and false assertion. « 

**But one need not be in perplexity because of anti-peedo-baptist • 
assault* on the Church's love for little children, to profit by Mr< 
Adams' book. Not for many a day have we met with one that will i 
better repay any reader for his trouble and time laid out in giving \ 
it a careful perusal. It is most clearly written under a sense of want. 
, The writer felt that he had something to say which had not yet been 
, said as he could say it, aod that now was the time to give it utterance. 
Re has done so in anstudied botfest plainness, and has shown that 
be was right. Late years have brought out several good works on 
IroJicAMof the psedo-baptist question ; this is the first that has touched 
the ro9t."^Ohurch Times. 

** We have peculiar pleasure in anaonaeing the work whoee title 
we have given above in Aill, and which isonveys a very accurate idea ] 
of the peculiar nature of the track which the author has chosen to 
pursue. He i» evidently in ear neet; be writes Ihim the heul; aod 
only Be«k». readers who are equally in earnest, and who. see and foel 
the deep and solemn importance of the aul^ject. It is all the oaors i 
valuable as *a book written fbr plain JMoplOf and for oomoKHi 
'people,' "'^Bmmur of the Orvta, 
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Valuable Worksy ipubtifked Jf Stav^oti ^ Swordi. 



(TURNER'S UEWiSH RABBIES.— Bio-J 

grsiphical Notices n( some of the most Distinguished *! 
Jewish- Rabbiea, and Trauslations of Portious of their ( 
I Cuiiunentaries and Other Works, with Ilhistrative latro-^ 
dnctions and Notect. By Samuel H. Tunier^ D. D., 
rroressur of Biblical Learuiug aud the luterpretatiou of i 
Scripture, in the General Theological Seminary of the 
Protestant Kpiscopal Church in the United States. One 
volume. 12mo. 75c. ) 
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'* Wa are happy to find that Rabbinical learning, which hn beAU ) 
too much n«)gl«cted and despised, is begioDing to excite some interest 
aad that one of our ripest and mcMt judicious biblical scholars is not 
only devotiug his own attention to it, but is endeavoring to awaken 
that of others, by this pleasing and valuable publication. The book 
is divisible into three parts. The first gives a very lucid and pleas- 
ing account of all that is known and worth repeating, respecting seven 
of the more distinguished of the Jewish Rabbies of the middle ages. 
In this part of his work, Dr. Turner has consulted and followed the 
best authorities; and his chief reliance is, very properly. Dr. J. Bf. 
Jost, the greatest of modern Jewish historians. In the second part, 
,he has gives us tnmstations from the Commentaries and Targuws. 
( To the correctness of tho^e (Vom Jarchi, and some of the Tnrgunis, 
f we ourselves can testify. Those from Abeu Ezra, Saadias, &c. wu had 
^ not the means of testing. The third part cohtains translated tracts 
( Irbm two of the mo»t valuable worktTof Maimouidcs. The last, from 
( the Moreh Nevochim, or Gu'do to the Perplexed, we have coihpared 
f flirouffhout with the original Hebrew, and pronounce it acrurate and 
S scholar-like. The notes of the iranslator are excellent.'*— -CAtireA 
Rtvievj and JEcclesiastical Register, 

" >Ve can easily perceive, from our own inspection of the volume* 
that every promise of the title-page has been well and carefully re- 
\ deemed. Wo heartily commend the book to the attention of ^1 who<! 
\ take an interest in what is really a very curious, however much ne|^-^ 
) lected, department of literature." — Jewish Chronicle. ^ 

( ** We would earnestly commend this work as one which rests the 
( duty of the conversion of the Jews on sound principles, and points 
< ont the great advantages to be derived from the ancient Rabbies i» 
well-conducted efforts of tnis nature.** — Ckurcbmam 

** It contains a great deal of interesting information concerning a 
class of men, of eminence in their doy, and still regarded with vone- 
I ratioti by the Jews, of whom, nK>re<»Tcr, the great body of our people 
i know but little. It ought to be widely read.**^C«t(r>er. 

( ** It is beyond all doubt a highly interesting and iustractive work, 
( ai^d something new in the cLrrent literature of the da7."«— TVkc Sum. 
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Valuable Workt, fublUked by Stanford 4r Swords, 

? 

ENGLISH CHURCHNVOMEN of the Sev' 

euteentb Century. 1 volame. 18mo. 50c. ) 



" This is a small and very neat edition of a most delightful and use- f 
All book. It contains the biography of ittch excellent cburactpri< a.s { 
Vincountess Falkland, the Counteac of Carberry, Lady Capel, and ' 
Mary Kvelyii. We cannot think of a better volume to put into the ^ 
Parish Library and the Family Circle. Wherever it goes, it mu^t I 
exert a most beuig^u iuflueuce<"~Ca<cn4Ar. ( 

*' A charming compendium of female bi<>g[^raphy, of which it must , 
( have occurred to the reader there ia a lack in our literature. Of course, ) 
( as the title impliea, the memorial* are confined to members of the ) 
( Established Church of Englaudi but that make» them no less inter- ^ 
t esting and certainly no less profitable to the religious reader, since ) 
( the principles of virtue and religion are subjects for delightful con- ) 
i teraplation, and profitable withal, whatever their incidental relation 
^ or position. We are glad to possess and commen'l to others this flz> , 
V cellent publication.** — N, Y. Commercial. ( 

. ** No intelligent Christian can read these biographical notices, with- 
l out meeting with traits of character well worthy of admiration and 
f imitation." — Suutkem Ohmrekman, 
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APOSTOLIC SUCCESSION. Christ's 
Waraing to the Churches: with au Appendix on the 
Apostolic Succession. By the Bev. Joseph Latbrop, 
D. D. With au Introductory Notice by the Rev. J. M. 
Waiuwright, D. D. Handsome 18mo. 50c. 

" A Treatise on the necessity of external ordination, and of n suc- 
cession from the Apostles to cojistitute valid Orders, from a Congrega- 
tional minister, is somewhat uf an anomaly. Yet this is such a one. ^ 
The author was settled in Wen Sprini,^eld, Mass., and delivered ^ 
and published these sermons on the occasion of being visited aiKl an- r 
Doyed by an itinerant preacher who "made great pretensions to^ 
piety," aiid ** tiught that every saint has a right to preach." Thee 
w<^«'k in its present republished form, cannot fail to be useful in tench- ( 
ing men from whence authority to preach the Gospel is to be derived. { 
Calendar, 

" Here we have a defence of the apostolic succession, written by 
an eminent Cougregationalist, the Rev. Joseph Lathrop, and edited 
by a high Cburcliman, the Rev. Dr. Wainwright It Is a good book, 
^ Although something of a curiosity in its way. It is gotten up in Stan- , 
V ford and Swords's usual neat and tastefhl style."— Jleeoriicr. , 
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\ Valuable WorJcSy published by. Stanford if 8wbrd$, I 

} CO N F I R M ATI O N .—A Maimal of Devotions, for 
^ Coiifirmatioii ami First CoinmnuiiMi. By the aathor of] 
\ ** Steps «;o' the Akar." Edited, with Preface and Notes, 
» by a J'lesbyter of the Church. JSino. 31c. 

I '* This volume appears under the sanction of an able and faithfkil.^ 
> Pastor, who assure? us that he has carefully exaniyied it, making a ( 
■very few alterations, and additioiKi; and that lie deoins it the very ( 
bent work of the kiud he has seen. A liaAty perusal leads us to con- ( 
our ill this opinion. It differs from raoi>t books on Confirmation, ii| 
being almost exclusively practical and devotional in its character, 
coDtainiug besides, two Addresses, Prayers, Meditations, and Ques- 
' tious for self-examination for the week preceding, and the two days 
) subsequent to, the reception of the Holy Kite. * * * xbo 
) volume is^ueatly got up ; and the Publishers deserve the thanks of 
i good Churchmen for iitsuing another manual of sound catholic— Uo- 
Ibart — teaching." — Churchman. 

) ** The multiplication of books of devotion we regard as one of 
) the best signs of the times in the Church. There is evidently an 
; increased demand for such works as aid in the cultivation of personal 
) religion. The title uf the present publication sufficiently indicates its 
' design and use. The Prayers and Meditations which it contains are 
compiled mostly from Bishop Wilson, which in a sufficient guarantee 
of their soundaess and fervor. Some others are taken from various 
approved writers of our own Communion. We take pleasure in re- 
commending it to oor readers, and especially as a valuable prepa- 
f atory manual for suich as are about to receive Confirmation and the 
Holy Communion for the first time." — Calendar. 
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AN ADDRESS DELIVERED AFTER ADMI.\IS-1 
TERING THAT HOLY AND APOSTOLIC ; 

RITE. 

BY THE LATfi i 

: ET. REV. THEODORE DEHON, D. D. \ 

' BISHOP OF TH£ DIOCESiS OF SOUTH-CAROLI.NA. ^ 

.JUBLISHED BY PERMISSION OF THE '^PROTESTANT 
J EPISCOPAL SOCIETY FOR THE ADVANCEMENT 

? OF CHRISTIANITY IN SOUTH-CAROLINA." 

"> One volume. 18mo. 13 ceatn. 
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S ValuabU Work; published bp Stanford 4> Sword*, < 

(OHURCH L£5SONw. ^l*roper LeMoiia for the } 
SuudHy« unti Hulyilays tliF' 'iighout the Year. Edited 
by the fiev. Dr. Waiuwngfat. ISiiio. Varioiu bind- 
ings. 
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y '*8tankord & 8«x>ttDfli have p'ubU«4ied n mutt beautiflil copy of 

( th« Le««itoii»t iu h clear, kfftbie type, and convenient tise, snd cle- ? 

' (rantly bound and finbhud. It is a book which would make a be- ( 
coffliug and cxquiitite ()retfeiit at the appfouchini; fe«tival ees^n ; ( 

; while fur thoM who buy for personal use, the begianing of thto ; 

^ Chrttftiuu Year ii an n-ipropriate time for commencin;r a careful and ( 
faithflil perusal of tbow- portions of Scripture, selected by the Cbureb .' 
for the illustration of iinr doctrines, precepts, and history, and for ( 
tlie spiritual Instruction of her members. Wherever there i« a i^ 
Prayer Book, there should be a copy of the Lessons."— >Pr0te*toiif ( 
Ckurekman. ( 

**It is a beautiful specirnen of typography, printed dn glossy paper, ^ 
in ink of the deepest jet, and is bound in evvry sort of style to { 
please the eye, and the divers tastes of the purchaser. It is also |»dt { 
up in cheaper shape, for general use.**— iv. Y, Ezprt»», ) 

** When we say that this haodbondy printed volume is edited by \ 
the Rev. Dr. Wainwrijrht, we give all needfVil assurance that the work v 
^ is eareftiily, us well as appropriately, done. Then as to the Work '. 
> itself, as a companion io the Prayer Book, at church 'or at hone, it ( 
) is moitt appropriate and couvenient"- for in bulk smaller than tiiai of ( 
/ the Bible, it furnishes in eX^ar^ large type, Ae Bible Lesson* for «ach f 
I Sundity and holiduy."«>Co«rier. ( 

S " All must be acqunintcd with the uaeAilness of such a book as ) 
^ this, aflfurdtng, as it does, a cottveuient method for readinx tlm por- ( 
tion of Scripture appoiiiti'd in the calendar for Sundays and Holy- (* 
\ dtiys. We noed, therelbrt;, hut speak of the man tier in which the f 
S publishers have executed this important work. The type is siitB- / 
^ ciently large and benutifatiy clear, the pasre broad and invttin;^, and.) 
S the whole armuj^cmeut .simple and corrt^ft. Ttre binding varies in } 
\ diff^erent editions; in the one bnfore Uii it is rich and elegant. It 
) can be hud iu a plainnr and cheaper style by those who prefer such. 
^ We were struck ou takiu,<^ up the volume with the amount of Scrip- . 
^ ture which the Church rnadi* in the yearly course of her servic«)«. ( 
^ May this voltinm aid in moikiug her members more constant, more I 
) faithful, and more devout students of the Holy Word." — Calendar. I 

** Few books are issued f^oin the American prexs in better style ; 
than thio. This volume of Proper Lesfeons is printed with large, \ 
clear type, on line p>fper; niul, what w of some importttiice it is' 
substantially and beautifully bouiid. It is very desirable that the 
I members of our cou'/rcirations .should have the Lessens at hand during ^ 
\ divine service, in order to look over them, us ihuy are read by the ;- 
( olBciating minister. — Okri»txa» Witnest. 

\ ^ ^ .^^.^...^^^^ ^,^ ^^It 



ValuabU W^rkt, published hy Stanford ^ Stoorda. ^ 



THE HOLV COMMUNION.— the Devont^ 

Churchmau's Compaoioa, or, a Faithful Guide in Prayer, ' 
MeditatiQii, and the Reception of the Holy Eucharist, c 
' (Being Bishop Wilgou'g •* Sacra Privata," and ** Intro- \ 
diiction to the Lord's Supper.") Edited by the Rev. ( 
Win. H. Odeuheimer, Rector of St. Peter's Church, Phil- ^ 
adelphia ; Author of " Youug Churchman Catechised," ^ 
*' Tnie Catholic No Romanist/' etc One Volume. Royal? 
32mo. Fine Paper. 50 cents. } 

** We knotr not in the Enslish lan^ua^n, or any other, or any one ^ 
book, (always excepting the Holy Bililo and the Prayer Book,) which» S 
to the truly devout heart, is so rich in meditations and prayera. Td K 
mil our readers, who are living earnestly for the life to coine, we com* ( 
mend this voiuuie. The new and mosi convenient arrai^roent of ^ 
the * Sacra Privata' and the * Introductiou,' by the American editlMr, 
is a manifest improvement; and as to their part of the execution, 
) we have seen nothing from the publishers wh>c| baa pleased us so 
) weH."-.CAiircA Review. 

) ** We are always jirlad 'to receive a work with Mr. Odenheimsr's 
namt* on the tiile-puj;e, whether as author or editor ; for we are sure 
uf findinijr somethinjf that has in view an immediate practical end, 
and Is well fitted for its attainment. Few parochial clergymen have 
labored so much and so sucoee^fttUy, iathis way. His ** Young Church- 
) man Catechi8«ni.** and *' The True Catholic no Romanist,** are books 
) singularly well adapted to ground the young in the rndiments of Chris- 
) tian doctrine ; and in tliis edition of the devotional works of Bishop 
) Wilson, we see the same practical talent applied to the cultivation of ( 
the habits of the inward Christian life. As a manual of devotion for i 
the nse of private Christians, we would recommend this edition of i 
Bishop WilHon, in preference to any otbSr. It contmns the Sacra 
Privatu, the Communion Service, and the Family and Private Pray- 
ers." — Churckmmn. ( 
**Tlie Sacra Privata, the Introduction to the Lord's Sapper, the ( 
Communion Service, and a collection of Prayera, form the materials ( 
of this volume. We hesitate not to say, that if studied as it should i 
be, and used as it otigtit to be, it would do more than any other one ( 
« thing to remove dissension, promote concord and ap*eemeut, and { 
• unite In one mind and spirit the members of ChrisCs Church, who( 
to«> oftpn stand apart one from the other, and thus give occasion to < 
the enemy to blaspheme. * He who has learned to pray as he ought ( 
has found out the secret of a holy life.'"— Fovaj^ Ckurckiiuim*» Mis- ( 
etllany. ( 
** The merits of this work have beea tested by its passing to another ( 
C edition ; we can only hope that the number of those for whom it is ( 
( designed may be greatly taereased through ita mors extended cirett-( 
^ *ation."— CAaircA Times. ( 



Valuable Workst pvhlUked by Stanford 4* Swords. 

MARK WILXON; Or, The Mercliani'a Clerk J 
By the Rev. Charles B Tayler, author of " Lady Mary," ^ 
•* Records of a Good Mail's Life,'* etc. l*imo. 75c. { 

" The pictures of individuals and familii^s are so life-like, the va { 
rioaa shade* of character so finely and necurately drawn, thar tho 
reader's attention is rivetted from first to last. The narrative is 
autobiojfraphical, and is written with such an air of candor, nnd iu» 
tenipersed with reflectioaf so naturiil to the incidents, that it is really 
difficult to divest one's self of the impression that it is truth and not \ 
fiction. In one respect we think *Mark Wilton * is even superior to ^ 
the author's former productions— 4 he fourfold pilose of character ex '■ 
hibited in the narrative is preserved with astonishing fidelity ami \ 
clearness. Thpse are ezeniplified in the character of a family of hi^h ', 
worldly inteiprity ; of another, whose whole domestic discipline ib 
refulatr-. by the elevated precepts of Chriiitian character f of a 
young mtta, a fellow clerk of Wilton's, remarkable for his deciuiou 
and firmness of Christian character ; and of Mark Wilton, easily se- 
duced fk'oni virtue, laching strength to resist example and vicious in- 
fluences, oflen wandering far from rectitude, yet again impulsive for 
good when arrested in his downward path. The sutmrdinate charar- . 
ters serve to make apparent these distinctions. We would that the > 
hook were carefully read by all for whom it is especially designed— ( 
the clerks in a great city.— *i7. J*. Oommerciai Advertiser: ( 



.! 



LADY MARY; Or, Not of the World. By the 
Rev. Charles B. Tayler, author of " Mark Wilton," 
" Margaret, or the Pearl," etc. 12mo. 75c. 

** We take great pleasure in calling attention to this most excellent ; 
[ volume, which must meet with a wide circulalion. The style is \ 
beautifully simple, the narrative abounds with interesting incidsuts, ) 
and the whole is imbued with a tone of the highest evangelical piety. } 
The writer has a happy faculty of adapting himself to the compre* ) 
hension of the young, at the same time that he instructs and en- j 
tertains the old. It would make an appropriate present for the ^ 
young, nnd may be the means of doing great good. Air. Tayler,) 
as far as wo have had opportunity to judge, is quite as iutereslinjj; 
a writer as Charlotte Elizabeth, and far less bigoted and prejudiced. 
Such volumes as these cannot be too wide^v spread."— fvenin^ Post. 
" We are pleased to see a third American edition of this delightful 
volume, than which few fictions are more like real life, and none can 
I have a better effect upon the heart. The fidelity with which the in- 
/ consistencies of Christians in the most favored worldly circumstances 
/ mn portrayed in thie* volume cannot fail to have a salutary influence, 
/, vhua the narrative ra of such an inteest as to induce more than one 

< — ^^^ j 
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Valuable WbrkSf publUhed hj Stanford 4* Sioordg. 

HAPPINESS OF THE BLESSED consid-^ 

ered as to the particolarB of their state ; tlieir recognition 

of each other in that state; and itadiffereuce of degrees. ( 

To wSich are added, Masings on the Church and her f 

> Services. By Richard Mant, D. D , Lord Bishop of 

\ Down and Connor. One volume. 12nio. 75c. 

: " We would have thiK volume find its way into every Chi istian 
« family where there is one person that can read. If scriptural truth 
t and warm devotion can commend a book, this will not be neglected. 

) •< Bishop Mant as a poet is not duly appreciated. Whether this 
) arises from a distaste for the Sonnet, or from an idra that he has 
) merely iuiituted Woidiiworth, it is equally a mistake. His hO»net» 
) are gencruliy carefully constructed, and seldom lacking in eSevatiou of ^ 
) seiiiiuieiiu They Hometinies, it is true, are not so well compuctcd and ( 
) pointed as the form requires, but this is owiu^ to the didactic tone } 
) n hich many of their subjects ncccsfiitute. Above all they are full of ) 
) li»c jfejiuine Au;;ncan feeling which Wordsworth often does not dis- } 
) play, 'lite reader of the 'Musinsrs* will, we think, feel that this 
\ series is more animated by a Church spirit than Wordsworth's.**— 
{ Churchman. 

S ^ Sound in doctrine, rich in thought, beautiful in style, and dcvo- 
; tiomd in its character, this work ranks among the choiue&t specimens ( 
^ of Ennflish Theological literature. It has already become endeared s 
) to thousands of Christian Churchmen, with whom, like * Scenes in our ( 
) Parish,' and the 'Christian Year,' it is a houseli<M volume."— Co/en^Zar. < 

c 
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> MANX'S HOR>E L.lTURQIC>e. Being a J 
Guide to (Juiiurmity in the Celebruliou of Divine Service. 

By the Rt. Rev. Richard Mant, D. D., Lortl Bishop of 

Down and Connor. With Additions to adapt it to the 

American Church, by the Rev. W. D. Wilson, M. A. ^ 

One Volume. 12mo. 75c. ( 

** We earnestly commend thia volume to the atteetion of the clergy ( 
, of the Church, as a work the want of which has been lon^ felt, par- ( 
; ticularly in this country. Bishop Mant has ably fulfilled the task ( 

> imposed upon himself, and the Notes and Additions of the American C 
S editor are judicious and commendable. We trust that those who are ( 

jjst entering upon their sacred calling, will give heed to the counsels ( 

of this volume, that they may besin aright, and that the bcuuiiful fabric ( 

of our liturgy, bequeathed by the noble army of martyrs and confesa- ( 

^ ors, may present that beauty of uniformity which they intended, uu- ( 

^ disfigured by the crude ootiohS of those who would gild refined gold ( 

{ or paint the li'y.** S 
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^^HabU Work* ptihU$hed hy SUmford ^ Avtfrit. 

PAUMER'S CHURCH HISTORY. 

A COMPENDIOUS 

BCCLBSIASTICAL HISTOR7, 

FROM THE EARLIEST PERIOD TO THE PRESENT 

TIME. 

BY THE REV. WILLIAM PALMER, M. A, 

AUTHOS OF ** ORiaiNKS LZTUBOICiB,** fcC. 

WITH PREFACE AND NOTES BY AN AMERICAN EDITOR. 

Jk one volume. 12mo, 50c. 

*^ Tkfi truly iMurued uid soand-minded author has set hinself hoaestijr 
K» »«ek out the resalts of the system devised by Heavenly Wisdom, aad 
wt in operation by God himtielf, when He dwelt among us. He does not 
pvsslrt himself and his reader with an attempt at a * pragmatical ' in- 
vesug^iou of the human motives and propensities that have carried on, 
while they seemed to thwart and vitiate, the divine counsels for man's 
•alvation. Still less does he stoop to flatter the poor pride of human 
reason by lowering a narrative of God's doings with and in his Church 
v» the tone of secular history, and making aH plain and easy for the most 
•nspiritual comprehension. He writes as a believer of the facts that ho 
■arrates ; but not a believer without investigation. He writes as one 
whose own belief makes him in earnest with his reader, and in conse- 
quence leaves the impression of reality on the mind. Convinced that 
God did indeed found his Church upon a rock, immoveable and uncon- 
quei able, he looks for it, without fear or shrinking, amid the worst of 
tempests of controversial strife or secular oppression, and under the 
deepests mists of ti^neraaee and error, and not onlv finds it, signalised 
by Its unvarying tokens <^ peace, holiness and joy, but makes it^bviout 
to others. Wo see, with nim. that thougii times have changed, and man* 
•ers varied, the word and promise of God have endured unchanged, and 
their accomplishment has gone on iuvariably."— J9t«Aoj» WTkittiagkam. 

HOBART^S^POLOQY. 

AN APOLOC^Y FOR APOSTOLIC ORDER 

AND ITS ADVOCATES. 
IN A SERIES OF LETTERS ADDRESSED TO THE REV. JOHN 

M. MASON, D. D. 

BY JOHN HENRY HOBART, D. D. 

Third Bdition, witii Notes and Indox. 

Ofie volume^ VHmo. 50c. 

** The writer of these letters disclaims from the heart all feeling« of 
kostility to the many piou<( and respectable individuals, some of whose 
religious priuciples may differ from his own. DifTeiviice of opinion on 
miporlant religious topics ought not to bisak the ties of harmony 
betweeu children of the same common Parent, and subjects of the grace 
•f the same Redeemer. On political questions men divide, who on othti* 
seeasions meet on terms of friendly intercourse. And surely noChristis i 
MiirHt to esteem his brother his enemy be '«asa ha * tells him the truth/ * 
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